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Enter Vaſter weapon d.. 


Cuckold? why now 'tisa common name, 

Asthe ſhee-Golsips are that giue it vs, 

Why doth it nex-deriue, andipread it ſelfe, 

To all the generations we produce? ? FM-X 
Wuhy-ſhoyJdnoteuctyebildof mine be call'd 
Cuckold;aswellas Vaiter ? Woman, woman ! 


Thou ſadwndoer of the faireſt building, 
Thar ener earth bragg'd to be pauement to. 


Man; Many the pride of heauens creation, 
Abftratof Nature; that in/his ſmall vohune | 
Copaines the whole worlds Text;andheautns impreſsion : 
His Makers Image, Angels'mate, Earths great wonder ; 
Made to guide all, by woman is brought vnder. 
That harmonie, faire Nature made to ftand, 
Is forced out of tune by womans band, -- ; + ay hn 7 
A woman hath deform'd me.: See, Ilooke 
Like any beaſt has hornes :an Aﬀle may boaſt 
Himſelfe a horne-leſſe Gentlemari before me. 
Yetlet not clouds ofpaſsion choke my reaſon. 
Why? what's a Cyekold?:ler'sfee:define him : 
It is a man , whofe wife playes the whore, Z'lid; what's TU to 
him? Tris all one, asif a proper Gentleman ſhould ride on a hal> 


ting Iade; or a caod Mukician play-ona broken fiddle;! Qh! buc 


Ewillbe fayd-: Womamecould:not beſo hght aſhippe; :ifher huſ< 


o 


band could wet{bdllaft her, Itis his inſufliciciicie, — IT 18. 


The Honeſt Lanyer. 
Had ſhe Hercules to her husband, ſhee would enter the lifes with 
ſome crinkle-hamm'd tilting Courtier. Well then, | 
I:ſce no reaſon, thata womans:cuill; | 
Should thus transforme.man to a horned deuill;. 
No: *twas Afeonsluſts, and nothis wife, © © 
That ſo beſtaggd him, Hence ſprouts al my ſhame, 
Fuller of truth then age, this rule harh beene : 
« Nothing deformes a man, but his owne ſinne. 


Emntei Robert P aſter. 

Rob. Sir, my motherprayes === .. 

Uaſt, No more of her, Her prayers: 
Are putrid ſacrifices : like foule ayres; | 
Too thicke to mount vpto yon glorieus ſeeling, { 

* When blacke-hands are rear'd vp, heauen has no fecling, | 

Rob. She is your wife, my mother, Sir..” Site 

Vaſt, What then Sir | | | EN 

Rob, Nothing, bur that yow wrong her; 0'tnyp-confcierice; | 

Vaſt. Oh tis a braue Puritat-world; when boyestalke of con- 
{cience!. Conſcience muſt lye at the ſtake,” when theyplay bur at 
blow-point, Sirrah,asyouloue your Conſcience;hate a wife, Zlid, 
if Ithought thou wouldft marry , I would vnblefle thee, as Thaue 
dilinherited thee already: Get baſtards, as I would ha*gotthee, A 
woman may ſerve to lyewithal: none good enougtrto marry, 

Rob, Qh were you not my father, I would let 
This paſsion out of your impoſtum'd heart = 
Why ſhould not I forger, that your bloud moues. 
In any veines of mine; when youforgoe '- | 
The reaſon of a father, husband, man? 
And fticke degeneration on your name 2 
IfIfayle ill, know your exampleſteer'd 
My voyage and my veſltel]. Fathers are more. 
Then priuate men : their lives are the {et copies; 
Their children write by; and ſhould there gue 
Their imitation patternes how to liue, 
Hell's a ſad place,they ſay: --Oh, Ile dare nener © | 
To follow my owne fatherleading thither., © Exit Rob, | 
Vaſt, Sitra,call your mother. This boy's a Puritan, - FG 
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T he Honeſt Lawyey 
I that had nere lou'd my ſelfe to be thought good, 
Am highly pleaſd to ſec itin my blood, 
From whom deriues this ſprigge ſuch fruirfull iuyce - 
The father being bad, the mother worſe. s 
Sure, he did ſucke this goodneſſe from his Nurſe. 
Poore boy, my riot has vndone thee: poore 
Thou'rt made by me, Iby a wife turnd whore. 
My ſtate is morgag'd to the yſurous hand 
Of Gripe : my goods are waſted all my hopes life 
Breathes thus : hauing ſold all, Ie cal my Wife, 
Enter Vaſters wife and Robin. 

Y are welcome, Looſenefle, 

Rob. Looſenefle Sir? Oh hell ! 
She is my mother; pray you , vic her well. 

Ua#t, Be gone, Rob. I cannot Sir, 

wife. Good ſonne, a way, 
A father giues command, Rob, Imuſt obay. Exit Rob. 

Uait, Make muchof you? I will, I'will, Never man made 
more ofhis wife, when he ſold her to her ſmocke. Ile ſell thy fleſh 
too Gypley. 

7ife, Deare husband, Iam yet cleare: Oh do not-you 
Force me to finne, Ilebeforcuer true. 

Uaſt, True? true to the brothell , to the ſpirtle., to the graue, 
Thou art deaths agent: a whore is one of his Beadles. 

77ife, Heauen pardon your blackeflanders, 

UVa#t, Come, I'mpoore, | 

rife, Who made you? Yaft. Thou,my content, tarn'd whore, 

7ife, Tle worke, or beg for you. 

Vaft, No, thou haſt wrought 
Too much already. Here, here's thy worke, points to her, 
Wilt thou doe one thing? wife, Any thing. 

Vaſt, Then ſweare, 
Ard keepe thy oath. Ile trauell to the warres, 
And turne thee yp, as ſome Captaines wont; and trie, 
If thou canſtliue by thy old trade, ordie, 

77ife, Will you forſake me then ? 

Vaſt. Yes, and amiuſt, | 
Since thou forſook'ft me, and thine innocence, 


The Honeft Lawyer: Jy 
Be thy reward proportion'd. I muſt hence, i! 11! 
Whilcs thou waſt good, to thee Thad free deſire;: | |» 
Now thou art prou'd. a whore;receaue thy hite,- | | 
Wife, Take place,thou tyrant will. Thicke woes here houcr, | 
My ſtate is lower then fate can recouer. | 
My obedience waits your pleature, 
Vaſt, Hoh, within there. olinend] on 
Enter Miſtreſſe Marre-maide, Bawde. 
Aunt. Marre-maid, Lhaue brought you the girle 
I promiſd. Is the mony ready? | 
IMarm, By that little boneſty Thauetoſweare by; a bandſome 
wench. Imuſt pay fiftie pound for her:but if ſhee were as yong, as.” 
faire, I would gertfiue hundred pound by her withinthis moneth, 
Vaſt. Aunt, pray vic her well: ſhe's my owne lifter. Ea 
Be perulirt you whore, ſprightly,frollick--as a Dutch Tanikin,--ot- 
---This woman is a Bawd, a very Baw4;youlike her the better for 
that, Come, skippe about,quickeſiluer : Dance like-a Curteſan, 0: 
Ile fiddle ye.” You ha'more trickesin privete, then a Fencer can 
reacha Lord, or the diuell a Fencer. Life, doe you pule? Imuſthaue : 
 fiftie pound for you : Doe yheare? Let your heeles caper; aud your : 
tongue grow-wanton, or Þytheſe hoxus Ile gore/you--Auitfhce's 
ſomewhat ſicke of that rare diſeaſe, cald Modeſty, But in priuats | 
ſhe's more infatiate then a Poritan, | DJ nnd-. 
Harm, How old are you, faire fifter?. af, Not fixteene, 
, Fife. About ſome ftxe and fortie; on honey nn TO | 
'Uaſt. Oh you Witch--- Aunt,ſhe lies. cightand twentie,at leaſt: * 
Harke ye fiſter,--- - | er Dt: FT, 
Pleaſe this old Hagge,make her belecue y are right, 
And anſwerable to her Stygian ſpels: | 
Or I will beare thee to an Armre, and there: - 
Ha'thy ſed fleſh fold, lent, andproftituted, 
And my ſelfe Cuckolded fortie times a day. = +... 
Leaue this forc'd ſoberneſſe---Aunt,will you heare her ſpeake? 
771fe, T can skippe lighter then the wanton Doe, 
And ierke it through the Dale, 
I cannot ho'd, neither my tongue, nor heeles, 
(Nor nailes from ſcratching out a Leachers eyes) 
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The Hoſp Lanyer, © 


Sure,T am compoſd moſt of the nimblerelements: 
Bur little water in me, farre leſſe earth, ſome aire, 
To keepe me humid, mutable, and tender, 
Andaptfor conuolution : but their mixture 

Is ſcarce diſcernible, th'are ſo diſpers'd. 

For my predominant qualitie is all fire," 

Pure, radiant, ſubtle fire. 

Vaſt. T have oft ſeenc a couple of light heeles 
Carry a ſober head :a womans tongue 
Read: lecures of ciwlitie; her face 
A printed booke, each dimple a ſweet line, 

That doth to good the Readers eye incline, 

Neuer till now a body forc'd to doe, 

What the poore mind loaths to conſent vnto, 

She danceth weeping,laughes and fighes in paine, 
So I haue ſeene (me thinkes) Sun-ſhine in raine, 

Marm, Enough, Ilong to imploy her.Coulin, heres the mony. 
She's mine. Whars your name? ? 

Vat, Florence. Aarm, Florence. I like the name well. 

Its a good lucky name to make a whore on, Youl tay with me, 
Florence. | | 

77ife, Till you are wearyof me, Ile but take leaue of my. brother, 
and follow you. Exit Marmaid, 

Uas, What with me? 7ife, Am I not worthy of one kiſle? 

Vaſt, There--- new be gone, 

Wife, Be gone? Death could not ſpeake a word more fatall, 
Yet one more --- ſo now farewell--- 

Vniuſt--vnkind-- my woe-diuining heart. | 
By this we firſt embrac'd, by this we part, Exit Wife, 
- Vaſt, Tamavillaine,but ſhe makes me weepe. 
Why doe Ithinke ſhe's falſe? T never ſaw't. 
Tut,all bels ring that tune, Tr is too true. 0 
I told her that this fiftie pound ſhould carry me to the warres; 
ButThauca battle to fightereT goe. 
Old Gripe that has the morgage of my lands, 
Lies ficke of the Goute, and ſeldome ſtirres abroad, 
Some of that race Ile kill , orleaue my owne life 
In payne I would hauc done't, Iha'chalenged 
| B Ben. 
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The Honeſt Lawyer. 


Beniamin Gripe the ſonne, whom the world cals 
The Honelt Lawyer,. He comes. 
Enter Beniamin Gripe.. 
Yare the ſonne of a villaine, 
Ben, If Iwere,I could not helpe it.. 
Vaſt. Thy ſelfe's a villaine. Bey, Its arankelie.. 

. Vaſt. Lie?Thoucxaſperatſt | 50 
One mad already, that would haue hazard heauen. 
To make this earth drunke with thy bloud, 

Ben.Its deare,ſo bought. Twil not redeeme your ſoule.. 
Say,with deepe ſluces,all theſe lively ſprings, 
Thar runne through the ſoft channels of my.yeines, 


| Should be exhauſt by thee,or thine by me, 


And burning malice ſhould be quenchtin bloud: . - 
He that ſpeeds beſt, wins what he ſhould abhorre, . 
And glories to be curſt a conqueror.. - 

Vat. Let Sophiſters alone with theſe diftinQtions.. 
Our moderators are our {words :the queſtion, 
That cals vs forth, as warlike diſputants. 
Beyond deciſion of the gowne-furr'd peace.. 
Draw then thy argument, and let's talke indeed, 
We cannot reaſon ſoundly,till we bleed. 


Ben, Let's thinke the tearmes,on which we venture bloud.. 
Th'ffteQs are waighty, let the cauſe be good.. | 


V aft. Thy father hath yndone me, and mine iflue,. 
The law affords no ſuccour: what remaines, 
Bur onely to let him bleed through thy vaines? 

Ben, How haueI wrongd thee? 

Vaſt. Aske no more. The State 
Of our ſtrife 1s, thou art his Sonne;, I hate. 

Ben, No helpe? let fury arbitrate the reſt, 
This pafſion muſt bur center in one breft, 
Yetlet's embrace, and pardon; andeuen loue- 
In hate.O ſuffer not the dying blood 
To preiudice the ſad ſurujuours good. 


Enter ( urfew the Abbot: 
(af. What ynexpeRed clangor frights the peace 


They fight... | 


The Honeſt Lawyer. 


Of my delighted ſolitary walkes ? | 
Wohart {onnes of miſchicfe in their fury tread : 
Theſe vnfrequented pathes? -- ſtay-- hold. 
My ſonnes, heare age but ſpeake;wiſedome is old. 
Va#t, Peace,Dotard. 
Curf, On my knees, which doubling age 
Hath icarce left able to ſupport my corps: 
By the renuaining teares of fortie yeares 
Spent in this penitentiall order:the laſt drops, 
The drying hand of age hath left to dew 
This witherd garden : Timplore--beſeech, 
Vaſt, Father,you ſpeake to rocks , or the ſurd waues. 
Carf. Then on this innocent boſome turn your ſwords, 
And eaſe a weake ſ{oule of her tedious portage, 
Some houre before her time.O da not flie me, 
Let the few drops of my {low-pacing blood, 
That ſtands in my cold channels, expiate yours, | 
Ohler a falling trunke redeeme two plants. fight Stull, 
No remedie? let me cxclaime for helpe. 
(The diuell part you:') if I ſhould now ha'paid for 
my charitic--well : twas this Church-coate that ſau'd me. 
| Exit crying helpe. 
Va#, Oh thouhaftſlaine me:hold thy conquering hand. 
Heauens,you are too iuſt pay-maſters.Thy ſword, 
With a fate-fign'd direQion,hath-cut ſhort 
My hoped fortunes in a longer breath. 
But I forgiue thee. Flie--ſtay. _ | 
I haue two Orphans in this houredepriu'd 
Of a bad Parent, For their mother---nothing. 
She has atrade to live on, Oletmy dying breath 
Beg this one mercie at thy bloud-ſtaind hands: 
Relecue them with now thine,once their owne lands. 
Ben, Forgiue my deed, and by that mercie, I 
Depend on for my finnes; my mercy ſhall 
Raiſcivp the children for the fathers fall, Fareweil. 
Va/?..He's gone, Now vp againe, My wounds Exit Ben. 
Areflight,yet through their windows, heare I breath 
Out all my malice, Noble youth, Iloue thee, 
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The Honeff Lawyer. 


How little of thy father haſt thou in thee! 
Now for ſome ſtrange diſguiſe, till time I find,? | 
To pleaſure him that was to me thus kind. : Ext. 


Enter Valentine. 


| Valen.Well.I fee there's no liuing in London, The foure winds 
haue conſpirde to blow all the villany of the world thither. When 
I returnd from my ſhort trauell, I inquir'd, for the knot of tny old 
companions, Bur like an old Ladie, that has much yſd painting, 
how ſuddenly are they broken ! I heard of three or foure in Bed- 
lam, Fiuc or fixe in Bridewell. Halfe a ſcore ith'Counter: 
a whole dozen at Tyburne, But Oh, numbers, numbers, yn- 
der the hands of Barber-Surgions. Some turnd Squires to a Bro- 
thell, Others walxe New-gate lane. Some cheating in Ordina- 
ries. Others prigging in crowds. And the reſt, cither ſwomme o- 
uer ſea, or drownd vpon a hill. Well, Ido nor like theſe procee- 
dings ; there bee ſo many-rubbes. I could now begge in Dutch, 
bur its no ſpecding language. Now my villanie failes on the ſea, 
Ile trie what cheates the land has to worke on. I learn'd ſome 
ſcuruie medicins of our Surgion of the ſhip:& had no ſooner ſet yp 
my bils in Bedford here; but a Goutie cure comes halting to mee, 
Fifty -pounds I muſt haue to heale him, Fiue and twentie I haue in 

awne: for the reſt, Ile leaue it with the next Quackſaluer, that 
with more $kill ſhall doe him as little good, 

Enter Gripe halting, Nice and Thirſty, 

Grip. Couſin NVrce,and my.man Thirſty. 

Thirst. Shall I tetcvyou {ome drinke, Sir ? 

Grip, No. Thy mind runs all oth' pot, 

Thirft, So'thad need, for you keepe mee Fhirſty, ſpight o'my 
teeth. - 

Gripe. Goe you two to the vnder-Sheriffe; and bid him by ver- 
rue of this morgage,giue you poſſciſion of YaFﬀers lands. The beg- 
gerly {laue has broken with me,and lle take the forfeit,Go quicke, 
quicke.I will not loſe an houre, | 

Nc. lle bur-goe to the Church for a little holy-water--- - 

Grip. Be drownd in holy-water, 

Nc. No, butalictle ſprinkled Sir,We ſhall have the better fuce 
ceſſe in our buſineſle. | | 

Grip 


The Honeſt Lawyer ,: 
Grip. Tpree thee good Nzce, diſpatch, diſpatch. 
Thir. 1, come,come maſter Nice, There's good licour ith houſe, 

You may ſprinkle your throte with that, Irs better then holy- 

water. 

ic, One thing Sir. I donot like going to day. Sure tis not a 

Juckie time, For the firft Crow I heard this morning, cryed twice, 

This Euen, Sir,is no good number. _ | wy 
Grip. Poxe o'Crowes and numbers. If thou hadſt gineri her a 

cece of carrion, ſhe would ha' cryed againe. Away, 
Nzc. I go,Sir---ſtay,what if there be'a Rauen about the ground? 

Shall we then take poſſeſſion?: Ohtis an vnluckie bird, 
Grip, Why, lether croke the downfall of his houſe. 

Whats that to me? prethce good Vice make haſte, 
Nic. Nay, too much haſte will make one {tumble : and, thats . 

no good ligne, | 
Grip. Now, Valentine , Haſt all things ready ? how now----a- 

aine? | 6 
" Nic, Atoy comes in my head, 
Valea. Poxe o'that head : more toyes yet? 

. Ni, Howifa Catte fits on the Buttry hatch ? Thou we t pro- 
ceed no further, My Grandam told me that-a Car fitting on the 
hatch, was an ill ſfigne, 

Grip, Mew, Beate heroff, daſhout her braines, Good Nie be 
not ſo curious, - | 

Ni. Oh Sir, it's good doubting the worſt, Exennt Nice, Thir, 

Grip, Areall things ready, Valentine ? this foole troubles mee 
worſe then the gowte. CITE IRON 

Tal, Sir, the remedie is verie painfull. T could give a tedious | 
courſe of phyſicke , worſe then any ficknefſe, Keepe you faſting - 
fixreene dayes together,ſaue the dyerT giue you, Binde you to the 
pott of patience cuery day tenne houres z and haue one ſtill poure 
ſcaulding water on you : purge your very -heart out : ſend your 
eyes out of their holes, ro' ſee how your feete doe : make your 
guttes barke worſe, then an hundred dogges at a beare-bayting. 

Burt my medicine is ſharpe and ſhort , bur paſsing ſure. Sir, there 

be foure kindes of gowte: - PUTEOL £2 

Gripe, No more of kinds, There's ns gowtekind to any man, - 
I chinke ,but ro Phyſicians, -Your remedy ſhoxtsſhoxt, © 

; B 3 ; *\. #4 al, 


The Honeft Lawyer. 
Val. Sir, nothifg : ſpecially ofnocoſt. Doy'ſce this tefi<pen- 
ny naile ? | no. 

Gripe. Yes: Whart of that? © IS 

Pal. This naile I muſt drive through your great toe. 

Grip. What? through the bone ? Yal. Yes, bone & fleſh teo, 
Grip. Oh-oh-giue me my money, This medicine's worſe then 
any gowte. Oh good Yalentize, your tent's too long too long, 

Pal. Then fitandrot : be rack d ill, Ile be gone. 

Grip, Nay, good Valentine : would not a fixe-penny naile ſerue? 

Val. You'll be Phyſician, will you ? If you'l fit downe and be 
curd, fo: ifnor, farewell. 

Grip. Nay, good Valentine : --euen do thy will. 

Val. Endure it manfully. It's but a brunet ſo. (railes hins, 
Youſhall fit bur a quarter of an houre, till Tha' beenat the Apo- 
thecaries, and then Ile looſe you, Now farewell ,gowty foole, 
Thou taok'ſt no purge, yet haſt a moſt ſharpe ſtoole, 

Pray heauens,this kill him not, Well,let him fit. {he takes away his 
And this ſhal go with me.] pray S* take your caſe.ipmrſe with hzs keis 
"This plot has rooke; try if ome new may hit, Exit Val. 

Grip. Come-come-/alentine. Oh-neuer was man ſo farre in my 
bonds, asI am in this Phyſicians. H'has nayl'd me to him. Thar 
euery whore in London, were but imy caſe now, 

Why Valentine —— Enter Nice panting. Thirſty. 
Oh he's come. How now? are you return'd ? where's 4ny mot 
gage? out Villaines, where 's my morgage ? Oh my toe «- oh my 
morgage, I'm yndone, | 

Thirff, Me thinkes you are too faſt, Sir. 

*Nz. Plague o' you and your morgage. Oh my heart it beats 
ſo, that it has broke my buttons, I would nor bee ſo frighted a- 
gaine ro be made your heire., puffe, 

Grip, What's the newes Thirſty ? what, what, good Thirty? 

Thir. Let me vndoe you Maſter. 


Grip. No, not till 1 heare of my morgage; What's the mat. 
ger 7h»... -- ot, 91. 

Ni. The matter ? I would not ha' ſuch. another croſle, for all 
the croſles i your purſe. EE d | | 

Grip. What? oh-- what ? Is my morgape ſafe ? Hath thevn- 
der-Sheriffe done a miracle,and playd the honeſt man? what good: 


n The Honeft Lawyer. VA A 


- 


Thirſt, Nothing'Sir, but a Hare croſs'd him"the way 3d bee, 


poore timorous ſoule, durft goe'no further forfeare o fſprights. 
Grip.1 Oh rogues , pernicious villains , you confpire to couzen 
me : ger out the naile , Thirſty, Hares, and Ravens, and Diuels, 
Enter Bepiamin, - "7 | 
Ben. Who has abus'd you thus Sir? could you be fo credulous, to 


thinke this areceyte good for the Gout? Sir,giue meleaue to helpe 


yOu.” -. E | 
Grip. Do,go0d Bey, but not in this, Bey. not in this.Oh my mor- 


gage man, my morgage--run;I ſhall loſe a dayes fruits of my mor- | 


age, 

, Gow Come Sir, reſpe& your health aboue your gaine, *. | 

' I wouldnor for your wealth haue halfe your paine, = Uooſeth his. 

Go in Sir, get ſome broth, looke ro your wound. | 

Your morgagelcaueto me, He keepe that ſound. $2 t2 ts 
Grip. Take my couſin Nice with you.Come Thirfty,helpe Thirſty. 

Ben, Now for ſome cleanly tricke toſhifrmy-hands (Exit. 

Of this ſame ſhallow ſuperſtitious foole. | 

Now couzen, Tam ſure: you are not without an Erra Pater'i'your 

pocket. They ſay this islike to be a very ſtrange yeare. 


Nice. Moft ftrange,and full ofprepoſterous,prodigious, turbu- | 


lent,diſmall,fatall, amazing, terrifying--- 

Ben. Blefſe vs. What ? | be. 

Nic. Wonders.The-effe&s whereof wil appeare in rifings,part- 
ly biformed, and partly circular, on mens forheads, and womens 
mountaines, So SS 

Ben, Is there no ſad mortality to enſue? | | 

Ni, Yes, my Almanacke ſpeakes of a moſtfearefull peſtilence, 

eſpecially to happen amongſt Taylors and Gold-end-men. | 
Ther's a ſtatute-lace ſhall vndoe them ifayth.. A Taylours Bill ſhal 
be no moreſo deadlyas the plagues, 

Bew, Sirrah Nice, T hada dreameto night. 

Nic. Paſſion o'my heart! a dreame ? what? Ido notlike theſe: 
dreames. . | | 

Ben, lle tell thee whar, . Me thought, my troubled fancie 
Led me into a Gardenproudly deckr 
With Natures glory; andthe fweeteſt flowers, . 


Thatz: 


bs 
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That ere my breath ſuck'd yp: where the greene graſle 
+ Tempted my ſleepy ſpirits to ſoft repoſe, 
There came,me thought, a friend (dead now long Gnce) 
+ And ſhooke me by the hand, and queſtion'd me 
Of many ſad euents, whoſe conference 
So vex'd me that I woke, Why ſtand Rt amaz'd? 
| Thou wilt not leaue me Coz. | | 
Nic. Yes,and you were ten Couſins, Dreame of a-garden, and 
reene ruſhes, and a dead friends falutation ? Coufin, make your 
will, be rul'd and make your will : you cannot live. 

Ben, Wilt thou be a foole of fate? whocan 
Preuent the deftinie decreed for man? Ile on, | 

Nic. So will notI. Good Coz, Ileaue-you to your deftinie. 
The next newes I heare, the Lawyer's a dead man. Dreames 
quotha ! and he will not belecue a dreame, he's an Infidell, One 
night I dream't that 1 found gold at a play. Nexc day I came thi- 
ther, flatter'd with theſe hopes. Zhd, before the Prologue had 
done, TI had loſt my purſe. ing 3 | 
Coz.'if you ha'no faith in dreames, farewell. 

I would not dreame of heauen, leſt I find hell, Emir. » 
Ben, This charme has caft him off, now to.my morgage, * 
Oh Ya#ter, thouart dead; thy hapleſle iſſue, 
Expos'd to the bleake ayre of theſc cold times, 

1 hbane no meanes to expiate the wrongs, 

My cruell Father, and my ſelfe more bloudy, 

Haue done thee, but by.charitie to thine, 

All the poorepieces that remaine of thee, 

-So with the plaiſters of our broken good, 

We hide the wounds; firſt having ſhed the bloud, 
Within there Hoh, .- Exter Robert, aud Anne Vaſter. 

Rob, Thou com'ſt ypon thy death,infeRious iſſue of the worlds 
plague; ifthy bloud-ſtained faote evter theſe dores, Our parents 
arefrom home, Till their retutne, Ile -keepe poſleſsion, Orloſe 
it withmy life, 251154 | 

Ben, Incenſed Youth, 

Thou fight't*gainſt power witha ſword of ftraw-: 
As good cope with the diuell, as with the- Law. 

Arne, Me thinks, Sir, there: ſhould dwellſome pittie in your 


looke, Oh 


—  — —  ———— 
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' Oh, caſt an eye of mercie on the woes, 
Ofrtwo moſt wretched Orphans; doubly loſt, 
Eirſt in their Parents miſcries : but, oh ! moſt 
In their vntimely deaths; for we doubt ſore; - 
We neuer ſhall behold their faces more, y- 
Ben, My griefe requites you both. 
No matter,had it ſopleas d the high powers, 
If that my Father had excuſcd yours, 
Any, Good Sir, forget your ſtrength; and donot triumphouer 
the proſtrate fortunes of two wretches, | 
Expos'd to vnreſfifted tyrannie, 
Behold a Mayden begging on her knee-= 
Bey, Riſc : that's heauens due, Theſe armes now thee intwine, 
That wiſh for cuer,to be called thine : 
A ſtrange new influence runs through my affeQions, 
Into my panting heart; and there inthron'd, 
Commands my lower faculties to loue 
This poore diftreſſed Virgin. Iam flam'd 
With pittic and affeRtion ; whether more! 
Yetletmy ſenſes ſome coole reaſon gather : 
What, loue the daughter, and haue ſlaine the father ? 
(I muſt: heauen knowes Imuſt), See, my loy'd friends; 
My comming to you is for other ends. 
My Father ſent me to inuade your lands. 
A while ſtand free redeemed with my hands. 
There's money torelicue you: that done, you ſhall haue more, 
Deſpaire not : heauen will not forſake the poore, = 
Rob, Rightnoble ſonne of ſo profeſt a foe, 
Heauen be as kinde to you, as you tour woe. 
Bev, 1 burſt, if I containe my paſsion. Faireſt Virgin, 
If thou dar'ſt credite me, [loue thee, 
Rob, Hold. Here take your kindnes back:Though we are poore, 
My fiſter was not bred to be a whore. 
Forbeare to touch her. 
Ben, Fond Youth, thy rage is vaine, 
Thrart young : thy errou1 doth thy yertue ſtaine. _ 
Tloue her as a wifl . 


Anne, Oh doe not mock me. 


C 
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How can Ithinke, you to ſuch fortunes borne, 

| Will looke vpon a Mayd, ſo poore, forlorne? 

| bez. Alas! that pouerty ſhould vertueſmother, 
| Not in my breft, No, lle ſtill honeſt be : 

Vertue in rags are gold's all one to me, 

Cenſure me both,as you ſhall finde me true, 

le be your father, and your brother too, 


Enter old Gripe brought ina chaire, by Nice and Thirfty, 


Grip. So, let me downe, till Thaue ſeene my new morgage, 
How now ſon Beniamin, ha' you taken poſleſsion 2 - 
Ben. Of that you cannot diſpoſſeſſe me, Sir, 
Grip, No knaue? what wilt thou take my lands before I'm dead? 
You are a braue ſon indeed, But this is the world.. If the father be 
oore, the ſonne would be ridde of him, to faue charges, If rich,he 
muſt haue his lands ere his bones be cold, 
Thir, They may be cold , for they habeenrotten theſe dozen- 
VEecres, | | | 
' Nic, Tamvery hungry. Thir, Tamvery thirfly, 
Nj. But dare not eate, becauſe I was dream'd to night of cho. 
king. | ; 
A" Now brother ware, vndone. 
The damned father will peruert the ſon, 
Rob, Gowt,drophie,lameneſle,rotten legges can haſten 
T'vndoe the poore.. Viurers that fit : 
Bound to their chaires with charms, & cannot moue 
But by their porters, can toll beſtirre them. & 
He needs make haſte, that is at hell before them. . 
Grip, Ha ?*for 3, Monetns ? 
Ben. Indeed Sir, by that power you put me in, 
In charity to their miſerable {tate, 
Orphan'd of Parents, and of meanes to liue, 
I gaue them 3. moneths profire of the lands, 


/ 


* 


Grip. Out Villaine, Charitie's a begger , as thou wut be, 3, mo-. 
neths ! three weckes, 3, dayes, 3. houres had becn more charity, 
then euer I ſhew'd, or will ſhew to ſuch beggers. Come Miee, 
Thirſty, liſt me :lle take poſleſsion my ſelfe. 

Ben, lhope Sir, you'lnot nyllifie my deed, C&xit Ti buſt | 
TE 11Þs 
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Grip, Dged mee no deedes : Ile nullifie thee from being mine 
heire. Toi, helpe me I ſay, _ | 

Nic. Indecd Sir, Idare nor lift you againſtthe poore, 

Grip. Where's my man Thirsty ? 

Nic, He's gone in to drinke Sir. 

Grip, Oh he's a good knaue : he has got poſſeſsion oth houſe, 

Thir, Of nothing maſter but the Buttry, I, | 

Grip, As lame as Iam, Ile in my ſelfe, 

Rob, Sit (till you lethargic : y'had better drop 

Ben, Containe your ſelfe, young friend, He is my father, 

Let not the warme neſt of my loue to you, 
Hatch yp encouragement to my fathers wrongs, 

Rob. Youare my ſterne Sir, at your pleaſure guide 
This tempeſt-beaten veſſell, 

Ben, Good Sir confixme 
This worke of pietie, which I preſum'd, 

On faith of your good nature to affoord, 

Grip. Sirrah, your good nature will bring you to th'Almeſ- 
houſe, Thou ſhalt not inherit a doyt of mine, And for you two 
Kitlins, Tle make you mew ith Iayle,and there be any law in Eng- 
land. So this chafing fit hath got me the yſe of my legges againe. 
Oh excellent Surgion 3 would thou wert here againe,for the other 
25+ pounds. 

Ben, Strange ! that ſame Quack-ſaluer has done him good , a- 

ainſt his will, How fare you Sir? _ 

Grip. The worſe for thee Baſtard, Thihaſt too much charitic in 
thee to be the ſonne of old Gripe, | 
eAnn, Deare brother,yeeld poſſeſſion : wee 'l begge rather, 

Then this our worthy friend ſhould loſe his father. 

Rob, Sir, be not ſo incensd : reſume your ſonne 
Into your former loue, andI reſigne 
All right, that his free promiſe hath made mine, 

Grip, Come then, Vice, Thirty, Oh braue Surgion, I can goe. 
Oh brave morgage I can enter. Exit. 

Nic. M. Beniammn, a ſober word in private, If this wench want 

harbour, I carenot if I giue her a nights lodging. 
Bey, 1 have inuited her with her brother to ſupper this night. 
Will you | 


\ 2 Nite. 
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Nz. Oh it's Fry-day, and I know you haue fleſh, 
Ben, Thou wouldfi take her any night, Is ſhe not fleſh? 
Nic. Sweet Couſin, I would not eare her, If you pleaſe to com< 
mend me to her : let me ſee, for what --Ileave thatto you, Ext, 
Ben, Goe in, letmealone, This petulant foole © 
Shall be my ſcaffold to ere my plots, 
Come, friends, vnlode your ſorrowes on my heart, 
Griefes weight is eas d, when eachone beares his part, 


A&. Secund. 


Enter (urfew Abbot. 


Curf. T Hus-amTſtolne out fromthe Couent; Abbot, 

Ly there, thou happy warrantedcaſe 

Of any Villaine, Th'haſt been my ftawking-horſe; 

Now theſe ten months, So long 'tis ſincethe Abbor 

Went on a ſolemne pilgrimage and left 

My brother, a good honeſt Fryer, his friend 

Depured for him, But my brother ſcarce 

Warme in his new vice-honour, walking out. 

To viſite me one morning, atmy houſe 

Fell dead of an impoſtume ſuddenly, 

E bury d him in _ but frem's bloud 

Am purer then the Cryftall, Studying now, 

How to turne ſorrow into policie, 

T haue afſum'd his ſhape. Who can deny, 

But thata Dunce may riſe to-Dignirie? 

Blind Ignorance doth not alwaies ſtrut in Sattin. 

It often walkes a Clergy pace in blacke, 

And dealesthe holy Rites with as bold hands, 

As if ic graſp'd Zones thunder :and did iudge it 

Enoughto ſtare, looke bigge,and with a brow 

More rugged then is Radamanths, denounce. 

Terrors againſt ill deeds : the whiles their owne: 

Are not lefſe monſtrous, bur lefſe broadly ſhowne. 

Fhus in my ſelfe, how eafie 't18, Iproue, 

To ſweat out judgements 'gainſt the fins we loue+ 
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As if a garment of world-couzning grace 
Were impudently good, ſer out by place; 
Well, I get nothing by this borrow'd forme, 
But countnance to my thefts, This hollow tree 
Keeps all my holineſſe: Lie there Abbor, till 
My worke is done, then doe thou hide my ill, 
Enter V alentine gallant. 
Maſe heres comes one alreed | 
Valent, Nowhaue I, likea Pocafite', couerdtmy backe with 
braines,Out of my vſurers Gowrtie toe, I haue ſpun a faire ſuite, 7 
would faine heare;whether the diuell be dead or no. Yet I neednot 
be ſo inquiſitiue,for I'm ſure he has giue me nothing in'swill. Now 
am I in queſt of ſome yaulting houſe, I would faine ſpend theſe 
crownes,as / got them,in cony-catching.I ha the game in ſent, & 
will follow it with full cry. | 
{rf. Stand ---Giue the word. 
Val. Word? what word*am I beleaguerd? 
Curf. Few words are beſt among friends, Emptic your pockets, 
and you may vault the lighter, Quicke. 
Val, Thart an honeſtfellow,a very honeſt fellow.In good faith 
Ihad no great need of mony;burſfince thou haſt brought me ſome, 
Ile not refuſe it, 
(rf. Troth, Thebur alittle. 
Val. Faith nor I, we'll even draw cuts, who-ſhall ha*both, 
Curf. Agreed, ——Shall we breathe? fight, 4 
Val. Good fortune grant, you beableto pay meffor this paines. 
In ſadnes; / deſerue double fees. 
- Carf. Tie make youplead harder;ere you fir downe to tell your 
money. 
Val, Looke that your caſe be good, ſhall picke a hole in't elſe; 
Curf. Well, let the law paſle. | 
Val. Not altogether ſo : left we be both hange,--- fiehte 
Stand your ground. Zlid,I-cannot abide theſe running 'Cockes. 4 
Curf. 7 haue ſcene a runner winne the battell.----Shall wee * 
draw ſtakes? £ I 
Val, Ha? a match.--Throw by weapons,and ſets embrace. 
Carf. lam a villaine, but I feare your clutch worſe then a Seriants 
Val. As m true theefe,thou _ R truſt me, Haſirrab!” 


+ 


Robin 
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Robin Hoed , and the Pindar of Wakefield had not a ſtiffer bout, 
-Shall we cling}, like a couple of Eeles, not to bee diflolu'd but by 


Thunder? 
(rf, Moſt liberally, Let's ſet vp ſhop together, 
Enter Vaſter diſguiſd., 
Ual, Done: & to begin our trade, behold a cuſtomer.Stand cloſe, 
Vaft. This ruſſer-thape of a plaine-dealing yeoman 
Spirits wy hopes with boldneſſe. Sharpe ſuſpition 
Like toa winking Tuſticer ſhall ſee me, 
And yet not {ce me, Thus with griefe-ſwolne eyes, 
Ile match my wife, and childrens miſeries, 
This fiftic pound He husband like a Badger; 
Buy and ſell Barley : and ſo caiily wind 
Into the preſent paſſages of Bedford, 
How good a {choolemaſter is Pouertie ! 
I could not {i1e on hundreds, that came in 
By annuall rents; aowT begin to thriue 
On the ſmall fragments. Thus like Prodigals, 
That once did {corne the meate,now glad of pottage, 
The mannor gone,lle tric to liue oth' cottage, 
Bedford, ha for you. 
Curf. Stand, Giue the word, 
Vaſt. The word, y area theefe, 
Val. You might kaſhat twice, and not hit itrigheer, 
UVaFt. What do you ſhoot at? 
(rf. Oh Sir, ke your Icluire,all at the purſe, 
Val. Will you caſt out the diuel,and ſaue's a coniuring, 
Vaſt. Are you ſo cunning at the blacke Art? Ile trie yourskill, 
Whar, both at once? that's no faire play. 
(rf. Faire play is for Fencers. Yet thou ſeemſt a good fellow” 
Thou ſhalt haue it. Stand 3{ide,partner, 
Uaſs.Saiſt thou me ſo,boy? then there's mony,win't and wear't. 
| Fight. 
Val. Now could I getin and rob them both--- Hercwles / Hee 
laies about him like Orlando Farioſs,, or a coward turnd deſperate, 
Braue boy yfaith, Wee might ha'robd two and twenty Taffata- 
clok d rorers, before this freeſe-jackert, Oh, your ſurly Bore is like 
a 
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a bloudy'd Maftiffe: whenyour ſpruce-Pantaloun bawles like a 
whelpe in a Tauerne : yet at the fight of cold yron runs,as if he had 
ſeene a Serieant, | | EE 
Cuarf. Hold, hold: Keepe your caſh. 

Uait,Themony s good mony Sir, it it be not too heauy for you 

Curf, Nay, for the weight I could make ſhift, bur for the ſcuruy 
conditions goe with it. 

UVaſt, Hau you any gall to't Sir? 

Val. Not net ſo much as pigeon, Put vp thy caſh my braue quin= 
refſence of Hobbniols. Giue me thy hand, How many thouſand 
cudgels haſt thou broken i'thy daies about a May-pole? : 

Carf, I warrant, as many as would make all Bedford chimnies 
{ſmoke a whole winter, 

UVaſt. leſt on, Ha'you any moreto ſay to me. 

Curf, Nothing my braue Clem o'th (lovgh , but T would thou 
would(tdeale with vs. Say,ſhall wee put all our tockes together, 
and ſcr outa ſhip of our owne? 

Vaſt. Ha? firſt rell me truly what you are. 

Carf. Agreed, Let's fit downe to counſell, T am the Abbot of 
Newnham, T8 

Vaſt. How? much? * 
_«{xrf.ITle notbateyou an Ace on't, till the old Abbot returnes 
from Pilgrimage, My chamber ſhall be our Randeuous, The 
divell himfelfe in the ſhape of a blurting Conſtable wil not looke 
tor vs there. -: 

Val. Tam a ſouldiour, and inthis vacation time am forc'd to 
do like Lawyers; when ſuites do not make them,they make ſuites: 
becauſe the warres will not maintaine me, I maintaine the watres. 
I ſet vp my Bils in Bedford here , for a Phyſician , aud dealt with 
Gripefor the Gowt. T haueaproie&to ſwell our purſes till they 
burſt, Will you ſecond me?. Sh 

Vaſt. As inſeparably, as a condition does an obligation, ': 

Val, T haue often heard the griputous Dorard ralke of Fairies: 
and how rich the houſe proues that they haunr.I haue ripened the 
bliſter of his imagination to rhe full, Shall we launce ic? I haue keys 
that ſhall ſecure our conueyance, Is a match? | 

Vaſt. The ſafeſt ftratagem we could deuile,,-. 
By craft,more therby (trengrth, all theeues do riſe... 5M 
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Of many politicke knaues you cannot ſpice one, 
The Foxe will haue his. preybefare the Lion. 

Val. Two or three nights we'le ſcatter ſome ſmall peeces of fil- 
uer, till opportunitie plumpe ourproiect. 

Curf. Itake it rightly, Oh tis quicke andſharpe. 
So with a Gudgeon loſt, we'll catch a Carpe, Abootie, 


Enter Griffur, Sager, Bromley, 
Griff. As 1 was ſaying, Maſter Browley, why ſhould you take th' 


aduantage of your neighbour Sager here ? Yhane got the reuer- 
fion of his Leaſe. Ther's is bur onelife ro come in't, Wee are all 
' mortall.It may come ere you looke for't. I loue peace, I loue peace. 
Brow. 1 ſay, thatlife is forfeit:and Ile enter on all, The law is on 
my fide. Ile not be bound to thipeace. | 

Griff. Nay Sir,Ile bind no man:but if I could perſwade you---- 
to be fleeced both, folmightbe kept warme in your wooll---How 
ſay you neighbour Sager? 

' Sag, Alas Sir, Ido but defend my owne, 
Nay could be wel-contented to fr downe 
With ſome(though vniuſt)loſle.I iudgeirt beſt, 
Though with ſome preiudice to buy my reſt, 

Griff. Therein you wrong your ſelfe:the law is inpartiall, like a 
Bell, as ſound on one fide, as on th'other , if the clapper be right, 
Maſter Bromley a word---Whar will you judge me worthy of , If I 

erſwade him to relinquiſh his right? You know your caſe---, 

Brow, Here's twenty angels: workeit good Maſter Griffin, work 
itzand you ſhall be my cuertaſting Arturney, Butif you faile,you 
muſt returne, 

Greff. Piſh,neuer talke o'that man---M*,Sager, a word--Iloue 
peace,though I cannot live by't.I reſpe& my conſcience aboue my 
purſe---when t'has no money in't.---What will you giue mceto 
draw Bremley to a good handſome compoſition? 

Sag. Not apennie,till y'haue done't, 

Griff. You know twill go againſt you,bur I loue peace. 

Sap. (Incuerknew'tin any of your Tribe, 
Th'cuent be what it will, Ile giue no bribe.) 
Sir,as I like your end---Godand my cauſe, 
Axe coate of ſieele, gainſt the ſharpe fangs of lawes, 
. Grif 
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Grif, Shall we walke on? out iourney's long, 
Curf, Not ſo long as you take't, Stand, good Mr, Lawyer,ſhall. 
] puta caſe to you now? | | 
Val. Come, vntrufle, we haue haſt of buſineſſe? 
#rf.Quicke firrah, 7 ſhall ſeruean Execution 'o'your throte elfe 
Grif.Indeed Gentleme,I am ſorry that I'mnot berter ſtored for 
you. If you had trooke me comming from terme,] could haue ſerued 
our turnes better. | 
Valen.Bind them, hamper the ragues, Serue'a Habeas corpus on 
that fiers facies. 
Curf. How happy were this common wealth! how ſound ! 
If eucry corrupt Lawyers fingers were thus bound, 
Va#t. Sager, I know thee poore: here take thy purſe, 
Though I rob theſe,no poore manſhall me curſe. 
Val. Tarry till Tlay the Lawyer inthe midft of his clients, | 
Are your talons bound Harpy? Thou lieft now like a Stallion new 
elt, betwixt two Mares, This is a Diſtringis,firrah. 
Farewell pettie-fogger, Secedunt fures. 
Grif. Oh neighbours, T'am vndone,vndone, 
Brom. Then helpe to yndoe me. Ile haue my ation againſt the 
Rogues, 
F Stay till you catch them maſter Browley, 
Well,ſomwhat this my falling ſtate relecues: 
Thar honeſty ſpeeds well euen amongſt theeues 
Brem, Helpe, hclpe. Good maſter Griffin, your breath's firon- 
geſt, yawle, yawle, Your tongue could neuer ſtand your Clients 
in moreſſt cad, 


Cn 


Enter Vaſters wife. 


Wife. Theard this way ſome mans diſtreſſed yoyce, 
Crying for helpe:ſome rebbery.,Oh tis no: wonder! , 
A theefe and bawdy houſe are ne're farre aſunder. 
Grif. Oh good woman helpe,helpe to vntie vs. \ 
Wif.I knew hem all, Two knaues,one honeſt man, 
They know not me in this tranſlation, 
Come Sir,lle looſe you firſt,helpe you thereſt, 
Do well to all, but tothe good do beſt, 
Grif. Oh that I had the villaines vpon an execution now, 
* D 


wife. 
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7ife, Would you turne hang-man, Sir? 
Grifz 1 faith ſweet wench,I would ſhewhem the law 
Wife, Oh pitie them : neceſſitic has no law, ; 
Perhaps want forc'd them;thou gh it was not good. 
What Horſelcaches are they,rthat full, ſucke blood! 
There is an Inne, enter, refreſh your ſelues, | Exennt- 
Their loſle is money. yet I mone their ſtate, ; 6 
Who pities me moſt, moſt vnfortunate! 
Robd of a husbands loue, now of himſelfe. 
How farre is this beyond all lofle of pelfe! 
He ſold me hither; may that finfull price 
Of my deepe ſorrow neuer preiudice 
His happinefle, what climate euer holds him,: 
Be bleſt, ſweet husband; let my ruine by 
Thy wiſhd content,though I forſaken die, 
This witch hastyr'd me with her cuſtomers, 
Whom I haue all ſent home with berterd minds. 
Againſt her vicious will, Iforce her ſtrive 
By vertue rather, then by luſt to thrive, 
I know, Tam expected. Exit, 

C#rf. The lackes be now vncag'd,and flutterd hence, 

Vaft. (The woman, that relea{d them,] ſhould know, 

She frees them from this bondage to a worle. | 
There is no theefe, like whore, to picke the purſe.) 
Vil. Shall we not ſhift ground? 

Curf. By no meanes:A theefes ſafeſt reſidence is in the ſame plat 
he did the robberie.There,of all places, the Cuckoldly hue will ne- 
ner crie after him, 

Vaſt, When ſhall we ſhare the booties,and be proud, 

How liberally our diuifion'mounts ? | 
Curt. The daies worke done, wel caſt vp the accounts, 
Val. Where's the pettie- foggers Portmanteau? Cyrf. Here, 
Val. Lay't there.So, you ſhall ſee me catch a fat Pickerell, with 
this Gudgeon preſently. Stand cloſe, 
Enter old Gripe, Nice, Thirty, 
Nzc. Vncle, vnclc,T had a certaine ſcuruy dreame to night, 
Grip. Dreame? what of dreames? good couſin be not ſo nice. 


Nze.. Idreamt-— Grip. Behang'd. SS 


| The Honeſt Lawyer. 
Ni. Beyouhang'd, Vncle. 
Thir#t. Behang'd both,except I may haue ſomie drinke, 
Nic. Me thought TIfound a great deale of money. 
Gripe. 1 would we bad it, couſin, without dreaming, 
Thirſt, Whoop maſter-- no part ef my finding. takes vp the 
Grip, No matter for a part :all's mine. Portmantear 
Nic, Nay, all's mine for dreaming. 
Thirſt. Nay,all's mine for finding: and Ile keep't. 
Val. Soft,firrah : it lies there for a wager. 
Nic, What wager, Sir? - pete 2 
Val. Marry,chat who cuer finds it, ſhall looſe all the money in's 
purſe. Is 
Nic. lle not meddle withit, 
Grip. Ile ha' no par in'c. 
Val. Tudgen.ci,eumemen:hathey not loſt the wager? 
Carf. Vaſt. Loſt, loit;as fure as Virginitie;no ſooner laid then loft, 
Val. Come then to pay,to pay, (Sure this is Gripe,my Bedford- 
Gomwtie-Viurer.Plague o'your (tiles; what Carpenter ſer 'hem yp- 
right? not my wimble, I hope. 
Ni. OnI amſpoyld, ſpoyld; this tis to dreame of finding mo- 
ney-- I knew,what twould come to, 
ThirfF, Saue your labour, good maſter Theefe : for my breeches 
arc ith' faſhion, a great deale of pocket, but no lining. 
Vaft. This is the rocke that ſplit me.Oh good fate! 
That thou hadlt now abour thee halfe my ſtate, 
Is finne to rob the Theefe? by vſurious courſe, - 
He once robd me, now rob him by force. 
No difference but this, twixt him and me. 
I ha not ſuch protection, as had he. 
Grip. Oh Tam a poore man,a verie poore man. 
Vaſt. Thou art indeed; wealth without vſe doth free 
Noloule from the bleake flormes of pouertie. 
Who cannot natures requeſts ſarisfic 
Out of his wealth, his coffcr's rich, not he. 
Val. Be they all bound to the good forberance? 
Faſt. Thus farre quits my reuenge.The Vſurer lies, 
As faft in mine,as /am in his tyes. 
Now let me kill him,No, þloud ſhall nor die 
D 2 


The Honeſt Lanyer. 


My other ſinnes in purple. Lye there, Loe! 
That the wiſe lawe would ſerucall vſurers ſo, 
How few in thy bonds didſt thou ere vntie? 
Now bound thy ſelfe, ſo without mercy lie, 
(rf. Come, let's retire to our refuge, Secedunt, 
ic,. Vncle, vncle,I would this all were but a dreame too. 
Grip, Oh coz, Iam damnud, damnd, my mony's gone. . 
Elſtow morgage is loſt, Wallow to me, Nice. 
Nic. Oh vncle, its _— tumbling, ſnakes i'the graſle, 
rip, Wallow to me, Thirſty. 
Thirſt, Maſter, I'm ſo drie,I cannot ſtirre my feet." 
Grip, Helpe,— 7 oo 


Enter VaSters wife. 


wife, More robberies yet? tis ſtrange, how villains (warme! 
Miſchiefes hold<loſe to keepe each other warme, 
Three ranke corruptions make their neere abode, 
An Abby, Bawd'houſe, and a Theeuiſh rode, 
Where be theſe men diſtreſied?-. how? my Vſurer? 
Shall I vnbind him, that hath bound my husband 
In mercileſſe fetters? Yes, Im bidden, ſtills 
With good deeds to requite my enemies ill, . 
Come, diuell, Ile vnloſe thee, 
Grip, Oh how Im croſt!: 
My mony, and my morgage,all,all loft, 
Nic. Maſle, a prety wench-- If ſhelay thus bound before mee, 
1 would norlooſe her, but vpon ſome conditions, 
Wife. V Vill you go in Sir,and refreſh your ſelfe? 
Grip. Ile follow thee, ſweerte pu Would I could cope 
This morgage,though my other be paſt hope, . | 
Thirſt, Doe they brew wine here? Exennt 
Vaſt. Sec how this woman ſtill me quirs,andccroſſes, 
Irob and binde, and ſhe releeues their loſſes, 
Why doth ſhe thus? Irs bur a tricke of hers: 
By charitie to draw in cuſtomers, 
I am now paticnt, but more Cuckold ſill, . 


Ihelpe her coſupply, gainſtmy owne will, . 


e Honeſt Lawyer. 
(rf, Shall we retire tomy chamber,and ſhare? 


Enter Beniamen, 


Val. Tarry, Here comes another Iack-daw : ler's plucke him, 
and take his feathers with vs and. 
Bei, Thou-durſt not ſay ſo, were we on iuſt tearmes, 
Valen, You ſhould bee ſome Lawyer , you ſtand ſo on your 
termes 
Faith, we muſt change profeſſions with you, you muſt giue's our 
fees, - 
Ben, Youle earnethem1 firſt ?- 
Val. Braue Sir, ſo donot Lawyers alwayes, 
Bur when you'r payd your ſelfe,, you! giue's our due, 
Paft, Hold, Gentlemen; this is my friend, 
Carf. Thine, noble Y-aloys? thou ſhalt begge hisranſome then, 
Uaft, Hee ſtands ſecure, Haſte to your chamber. There Ile 
meet you preſently,and then wee'l ſhare, ' Excunt. 
Ben, Arethy ends good inthisgiuen libertie? 
Or doſt it here alone to murder me ? 
Uaſt. Not with my ſword, but with a tale ſhall wound thy a= 
mazed heart come, let 's fir downe, - -Y 
Ben, What tale? good friend, beplaine and ſhort, 
Woe to a heart, by expeQation centuples the ſmart, 
Vaſt, T haue commendations to you from one Yafter : 
For by 's deſcription you ſhould -be the man, 
Be. Lives Vater then? 
Vaſt. 'Las Sir, you know he's dead. 
And by your bloudy hand was murdered, Ben, By me? - 
Vaſt. Is not-your name Sir-Beniamin Gripe ! 
Ben, What then? 
Vaſt. You kill'd him; Sir, Poore man he dy'd 
With penitence to heauen, to you remiſsion, 
Sayd, that you did it like a man, prouok'd - 
By his intempecrate rage. Fate gaue that I 
Keeping his walke, came to cloſe vp his eye. - "= 
Ben, Heauen pardon:ime, What ſayd the dying Vafter? © 


; my 
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Vaſt. He charg'd me ſ{eeke you out, and gaue me gold, 
To bury him in ſecret; leſt his death 
Should hazard yours, and charm'd my filent breath, 

Ber, His loue giues fire ro my greenepile of ſorrowes., 
May his bones reſt in peace : in gricfe I] liue; 
'Lefſe he and heauen do my blacke fault forgiue. 

Vaſier. He hath forgiuen you, only this he begges; 
Thar to the ſcatter d pieces of himſelfe, 
Left to ſuruiue his miſeries vyncomplete, 
His Widow and his Orphans, you would yeeld 
Some pittic for your owne, heauenszand his ſake: . 
And teach that hand, (from which he hop'd ſome good) 
To ſuccour theirs, that tooke away his blood, 
He bad me tell you, now all mieanes were gone, 
To expiarte that finne, {aue only one : 
To hold thoſe vp, that on the worlds ſea ſwimme : 
Since he had them vndone, you vndone him. . 
That you would be to them, as he ſhould be : 
This he bequeath'd you as a Legacie, 

Ben, le be a iuſt Executor of his will, 
Good friend, great thankes: my purſe thhaſt ſpar'd to ceaz 
But what is worſe, haſt robb'd me of my peace. 
Vaſter, th'art dead : it thy transformed ſoule, 
Could from the battlements of yon high Tower, 
Behold the vow d endeuours of my heart, 
To fatisfie thy will and my huge debr, 
In thee. to thine, thou wouldit my merit ſet 
'Monglt thy beft friends : yet narrow are my bounds; 
To giue them plaiſters, that firſt gaue them wounds, 

Vaſt. Farewell Sir, thinke on YVaſter. Exit. 

Ben, Friend adieu, Toaſter and my vowe I will be trye, 
How thicke the ſharpe pulſc'of my conſcience beates ! 
How ſtrangely my diſtracted Phantſie threats ! 
Oh vnappeaſed murder, that {till keepes 
Tie {ſenfitiue commitrter from fatt fleepes : 
And murmurs in the eares a fatall knell 
Ofreſtiefie thoughts on earth,of worſe in hell, 
How deepe thou {trik't me with a filent blow ! 


The Honeſt Lawyer. 
Be patient heart, to thy fate humbly bow. 
Fetch him againe I cannot; oh his fowne 
Istoo too mortall, Why then hurl'd I downe 

My finking ſpirits ? Letmeflye to mirth, 

And burden cares with wine, to make them finke. 

The worlds rule is; Who feels the lode of conſcience let him drink. 
But oh importunare griefe ! too hard it is, | 
To counterfet a faiſe and forged bliſſe! 

Yet once lle force a tryall; Ihaue here an Inne, 

I heare and wonder,is turn'd houſe of finne. 

Te ſee, if the looſe ſprawles, with their ſharpe wit, 

Can giue my mind a medicine for this fir,” 

Whores I abhorre, as Gardiners Tayes: no matter; | 

Once for experiment, Ile heare them chatrer. 


Enter Vasters Wife, 


Prevention! I thinke here 's one of the iourney-women come, to 
proffer me her ſeruice. Black proſtitution!rthat any ſuch face ſhould 
cuer waite vpon thee, Siſter, what ſecke you? | 
Wife, What is hard to find : 
An honeſt man, orels my cyes are blinde, 
Ben, Fut, if I fay I'm one, I then fall ſhort, 
Of the occaſion I intend for ſport. 
I'm ſuch afoole in this Priaps-rode, 
Mee thinks, ſweet-heart, your honeſt-man {hould bee one, that 
ſhould pleaſe your appetite, ftirre your veines, tickle your bloud, 
and make you laugh delight into your panting ſpleene, 
Wife, An honeſt diuell, | : 
Thare friends to hell, that rempt weake ſoules to euill, 
Ben. Come, let me kiſſe thee ſo: this was with eaſe; 
Words are ayry ſhades, thare deeds that pleaſe. 
rife. Sir, do not thinke to enter my chaſte fort, 
Encourag'd by this parle, You preſume ---- 
Bey, Not to vnlocke thy treaſures with ſuch keyes, 
Gold only can ſurpriſe fuch holds as theſe, 
AndT have that will doo *c, 
Yife, Then vſeir well. * 
How's wealth abus'd, when it'condudtsto-hell! 


Sis 
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Sir, Twill ſet noprice on your defires. 

Ben. 1le be the franker Pay-maſter, 

Wife, You muſt : Then pay me for my vertue : ſo Ile take it, 
What ſtarues luſt,is well bought ; not what it feedes. 
'Tis follies dregges, with coyne to buy ill deedes. 

Ben, Come, come; why ſhould you be ſo quaint, and nice 
That know what belongs to 't? *Dsſo,a Virgin : 
Art thirteene, or perhaps a litrle vnder, 

Could not with whuling nay's be ſo peruerſe, 
In her beworded Mayden-head, 77. I nwſt, 
Ben, Thou doſt not rightly of my merits deeme.: 
I would not know you ſuch, as you new ſeeme, 
Bez. The golden footed law, that goes or runs, 
Staies, and turnes backe, as we giue motion to it, 
Shall ep the paſe, which thou would'ſt haue ir, Nay, 
Speake as thy rongue inſtruQts it, I will change 
Thy pouerty to gold, rich robes, a Coach, | 
And prauncing Courlſers, that ſhall whirle thee through 
The popular ſtreets; and when thou fitſt in pride, 
The tamed law ſhall Iacquay by thy fide. 
7ife, Theſe are ſome incitations to a heart _ 
Tainted with malice, or that thinkes a heauen 
In glorious oftentation , or would ftand 
Aﬀected with the bane of prurient luft, 
I'm of another temper, Pray youleaue me, 
Ben. Thou ſhalt Nettar drinke: 
Make ebrious waſte of the ſweet Gnoſhian wines z 
Feſants ſhall be courſe dyet : refin'd marow, 
Small pounded nuts, and lofſeng'd e Amylum,' 
Scrap'd pearle and date-ſtones {prinkled oneach flice, 
And ſtrew'd with ſugar, like white froſt on yce. 
Grant me bur loue, Ile raine aſhowre of Gold 
Tatothy lappe , out-ſhining /ove, when he 
Wrapt in his glory courted Danae. 
wife, Thy language does affright me, Oh my ſtarres ! 
Ben, O let not teares ſpoile ſuch a beauty, Tell mee ; Why ſpill 
you water like a Crockodile , to captiue mee; that might kaue 
dont with mirth, nimbler then ayre? 


Wife. Sir, I haue na dtfire;;, ig pn 207) vdouil bra 
To take your luſt, but pirtie./} Stimewhrir poomptd myered ulovs 
hearr, there is ſome googrſef{tingms 20101 167 and Ie} 740 

Ben. Mi y truch-Thall-quino 5ly faicksdwpartthiytitiods12 f. 

Wife, Ile _ you, Sir, Iam aywretthed woman;'oi 10.2 93 91 ] 
Themwiddworithe wikey: il knoky (eepbeter (oft ile Or 
dead Vaſter, 55112 31: SmiSiib 95424 Tc w >b1o{tb eid3inont old 
ir Beall: How?» 1Hiurtotelbibee; thot arteb ena Didama'y R5 
The warres haue ended; mavintodtunact dayesi% hi: >q OT 7191:103 


Nay, let not griefeoppreſſe thy ſpirits; -Ohy/1 7+. / 1114 th 0 oy 
I haue kill'd the wife and:husband with one blow. - DR 0” 
Lift vp thy ſowning eyes. Jan) wind 


wife. Oh letmadye. Rather hors death,then Hiogring -— 
. Ber, Reyinethy kckrts.YAfter yeplives in mes, 7 + 
I am his ſonne, that hath thy husbands lands. "_ -- »na_ 
"fs And cayLlooke farmercy At.your bande? 27 with 
_ "Ban, Recciug4bis.carmeſt;zall ny ia is thing) ©: 2 vw 5 111 
ifs. X dy eannaot With rlieſe ſpels charmerhe. 49 [7 OY 


Bey. I do not : when ITtainr; thy.chafter. ears. |. +1 hict: 
With motions of blacke luſt; pronounce he Villaine, H $<:R ty: 
Tell me, who brought you co this Brothell - Inne F. ,.,'.:.. / of 


7ife, He, to whom heauen (1 truſt) hath dear allfigs es 
My Vaſter ſold me hither,>I,was; content; ; 5:6 bales "a oi 


Thus to relicuc his ſtate, when all, was ſpent.!, 7 Sod end! 1, 0, 
Bez, But couldftthouliue infeRleſle: in this. ayre? 41-5 gf 
Wife, Thaue, and will. _ [be .25 Fol ps 
Beu, Will? This givesiſtrange ſuſpicion pon itt) 2d ho BT 
Wife, Tmadea promiſe, that without conſent 

Of her that bought me, / would not depart, 


Enter Mar-mayde. 


Sce where th'Inchantreſſe comes, 

AM:rm, Now rainibn , you muſt be a oh you mercie, 
Land-lord: if yow' have: any ſport, walke in, walke in, You {Hall 
take out your rent here, Land-lord, She ſhall beyour,own Yagar 
tion and Terme r00, Land-fand. 


Bey, So, you pernicious Damme ofluſts Fas licrour, a - 
You that buy bcaury and doſell tagaine 3, ,. /;.; lady 3 
E And 


af » Liab 1, a A 


And live by th'occupation, Heare YouÞt Pre 3T ene Ogg 
This woman from pourbtorheltz (laverie,”:c/ .{!//! 7 9433 of 
OrT ſhall bring \ you to the carrand Faſhy: ©, 2000! © 2402 115 05: 
MarkcObVamoaftbway; fhe coftnib Mppounth, 
I ne're got fouregroresby her.yer, ' 
10 5B{)2: Thou ſhalt loſe: more b ykeeping her: Goe clexnſ th 
houſe fromthis diſorder, or I R_ diſcharge thee, 

Mars. 'Goot: Land-tort, 'beftoiv) net white you will, Fa am. 
content to be rid ofher, 16 Iizy'holdiyour file.) - ; 

Foxe pull your honeſty, Is thivthe dining mayte ?- 
One more ſuch piirchaſe will yndoe my a 
Enter Gripe, 

Grip, Hoſtjee, Oflice; oaheratiour koh? 4 I 

CHMarm. Yondte: Sir; Yelling whimy Lantdord, your Wor- 
Thips ſonne. 

Gripe.. Son Benth? yea faith, areyou fo eloſe' | Ext Mar. 
with a wench ? Cone hither'l- ſhe's aWhofe. 'Takeheed'onher, » 
If ſhe warfe menen(bring her Homies nrn-axar ko ure ak] n 
Faith, I grow old, #i&eatifnivr now'long'live:: A 
Oh ſuch a Wetich wouldbe reftoratiue.. 1 24 | 
Perſwade her Bey.. - Exit Gripe.,. 

Ben. He'do thy beſt, Sir. See, | Pr 07 vo 
The pleaſed fates conſent-to ſuecour thee, 

My fathers houfe ſhall ſhetter thee vnkmowne:: - 
Pleaſe the old mai wwth words, bur hold your ns: 
If my plot takes, as I'can hope no leſſe, 


Thisluſtof his thall chy;good. forranesBleſe,.. i 


At. Teirits. 


Enter Robert after, and Anne... 


" Bob. One; fifter tory fotrowes, and niy ſeit, . 
ALFhey fay , lotiety in woesdorh hghres 
Obtptciſuress durT finde the cotitraty, 
bY woes are heauier by, thy companie 3 
griefe forthy diſitfſe, doubles mite ones, - 
Ibo be farre icfl wretched, if alone... 


AH; 


0 OP. > 
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f Ld 


=_ FOO ESO. 
Ann, Sweet brother, ſince 
comfort, that weſhare an equall fortune, no 
Griefe has leſſe power to worke on our ſad hearts; ; 
Where muruallJoues FRagnd FoRGerd theig parts, , 
Reb, Ligle gnce thought thy mochergghat thy fare | 
Should ſtoope to ſcruiceto rehicue thy tate ; _ 
We are not try'd, but in our miſerie, | 
He is a cunning Coach-man that can turne 
Well in a narrow roome. To manageplenty 
In a right forme, commendsthe ſtate, not perſon, 
| Hee's bleg, that to be rich can giue conſent 
With honeſtie, or reſt pooxe with content... 
I wonder, Beniapiz doth nar viſit vs. 
His laft reliefe is dons-:.fthas ſpring drye, 
We faint for ſuccqur, and mult fait 


| | 


fainung dyc. 


- 


Enter Bromley. 
See, here comes Bromley , once our fathers Steward : Sure, hee'! 
ſupportvs. Siſter, try his kindneſſe : thy ſpeech is morepathgtical. 
Brom, Theeues, Lawyers, Rogues, Harlots, and Inne-keepers, 
are mens purgations, Griff has cheated mee : tooke twenty an- 
ocls from me 3 theeues tooke 'hem from him, He promis'd to draw 
Sager to compound; now the day 's gone againſt me, 
Oh I could wiſh my nailes turn'd Vultures tallons, 
ThatT might teare.their fleſh in mammocks, raiſe 
My loſſes from:their carcaſes turn'd Mummy. 
Ann. Good Sir, a word — | 
Braw., NowKitlin, what would you haue ? 
Anz, Sir, remember we arc the miſerable children of laſt Ua- 
Fer; whom once you ſeru'd, "ZZ > 5-0 | 
Brom. What's that tome.? 
Ann, 1 hope, Sir, you can ſpare ſomewat to vs diſtreſſed. 
Brom, This is plaine begging. Minion, fall to worke, 
And earne ſupply to wants with diligent labour, , 7. -. 
For Vaſters ſake I will not vrge the Statute, 
Rob, The Statute, Judas? ware no Beggers,though 
We tryd thy courteſie. Curſed be thy fate, 
Thou from qur father gottſt thy nf a eſtate, 


E 2 Yet 


we muſt both ſuffer, thinke it ſows 
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If rhou ſtay tmiſcreant——"* | | mY 
[0] IF: S a oo Fa - » p ”» * _—_ : } * p = : * 
Brom, Boy, Ile ſmoke youfor't, FERETTESS) 


SS ? es if- 1 Cafe Bis); (as 5.4 's C75 WHF, + wh. EF | 
Rob, Dothy worlt, Uvelf, An infariage worme ſtrife deepein- 
. ad i rag * S.2eTi:.Q1 BU IO $17 T Oe {wr | a 
to thy conſcience; Mc thy heart rin gs with ctubbihg frets':” '* 


And turne thy derogated'name, 
On foggy blaſtings of erernall'ſhame, ''”— © * Exe. 

| | Enter Grape.” 3.01 OOO | 
Ingraritude is gone; 2ndh histoome;-t FOB 7! C7 oft ml 
Extortion and a fiend is hither come,” © / . Y 


Grip. Im going to ſeemy nibrpages TS Ta 
Arn, Good Sir, ſhew mercy on'two'wretched Orphans, | 
Grip. Out beggers, mertie # what dofttalketo me of mercy?: - 
I'm going to let my grounds, I hatte nib leaftire for mercy. | 
Rob. Goe thou accurſed Carr : in miſerie; | 
When thou begeg'ft mercy, be't as farre from thee. 
" Ann. Sir, y haue vndone our Parents ;'pittic vs.. . 
Grip. .Tcangot Ray to heare you, I have buſineſſe, © © Exit, 
Rob. Heaven be as deafe to thee, when thy foule breath 
Shall begge ſomereſpire at thy violent death. 


W114 Enter Wice, 

This fellow ſurewill ſuccour vs. © ts 

Nic. tune, July, «Aucaft, September ==- the firſt day--- 

Ann, Sir, raiſe our proſtrate fortunes with ſome helpe : 
Some little helpe, you know vs, | | 

N.c. Yes, yes, I remiember I haue ſcene you, Let's ſee----- 
The fourteenth day <= bad, 7 muſt de'no deed of charitie to day ; 
I haue preſident for it, 't is loſt, "20 BT 

Reb, \Now Iremember, whenT went to ſchoole, 
Iread of one Yeſpaſiana good Emperour, 
That told his Courtrers if a day ont-ſlipt him, 
Wherein he did not good, that day was loft. 
The next he would redeem't with double coſt, 
11] colour'd finne, how ſhamefull doſt thou looke, 
In them that plead thy warrant from their booke! | 

Nic, Fourteenth day, A good turne forgotten, Oh heres lear- 
ning from the ſtarres, Though 
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T hough I do little good ere-Tam rotten, 
Like citizens, 1 would not ha't forgotten, | 
Yetletme ſtudy ont: though a man may not giue,he 
May buy,I hope without danger. Faire ſiſter, | 
What ſhall T give you for your maiden-head ? 
Rob, Thus much : a broken head. Bo 
Ni. Oh--Oh--Forgiue me,good Calender--Iperceive now,thy 
counſel's true.It's an cuil day indeed:I ſhould neither haue bought 
nor ſold ont, | Ext, 
Rob , Hence,skie-conſulting Gypfie:men commit 
Sinnes darke as night, and blame the ſtarres for it. 


Enter Saper., 
Another paſſenger--Oh this is Sager. 
His wife was once a ſ{eruant to our mother, 
Alas,when theſe built from our ruinous woe 
Relccue ys not, what ſhould this poore man doe. 
Sag. Ilong to heare from London; how my ſuite 
Ends,or depends: if loſt, I'm loſt with it, 

Who would truſt any barres this tottring world 
Can plot to fortifie our wheeling ſlates! 
When the ſtrong dores of Tuſtice may be broke, 
Orlifted fromthe hinges by the force 
Of polirike engines: or the ſafeſt locke 
Be pickt with a falſe key. 

An, Sir,dwels there any mercie in your heart? 

Sag. Yes: or of mercy, I muſt hope nopart.. | 
I know yon,and your wants.My wife was once your Parents: 
ſcruanr, 

Ax, Truc,but that time is paſt, 
And in her ſeruice now I would be plac't. 

Sag. That were too lauiſh yeelding to your woe. Es. 
I am but poore, troubles haue made me {o. 
Yet of that ſmall life-blood, which my drencht ſtate 
Has left it by the Lawes ſharpe ſurgerie, 
Embrace a portion, as your needs require; 


Exmnter Beniamin, 


And I may giue, Here comes your enemies Sonne, * 
E 3 Ben, 
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Fen, Thaue bene ſeeking all you three with newes, | | 

\Good rewes ; friend Sager ,the day's yours. 
Sag, It's welcome, Ihauc the better meanes to ſuccour theſe, 
Ben. You haue preuented my requeſt: Ipurpos'd 

To beg that kindnefle of you, Robin,] would 

Intreat you to accept my leruice,but 

I meane the name of it : for in deed lle vie thee 

As my moſt equall and reſpected friend, 

Nas, in thine armes [throw and locke m y ſelfc; 

My fortunes beall thine:the key's thy loue; 

Let this kifle be the ſeale, Ye ſacred powers 

Make indif{oluble this knot of ours. 

Now, maſter Sager, giue her that reſpe&, 

You would my witfe:all charges are my debt. | 

Robin, you know the houſe; condu@ your ſiſter thither; that done, 

conuey theſe letters to the-widdow Sorrew; (that's her borrowed 

name) ſhelies at my fathers, | 
Rob. With iuſt hands, 

I'm prouder of thy loue,then of thy lands. 
Ans, Ohpure quinteſſence of thy profefſion; 

How many haſt thou robd, thus to make vp 

Thy perfect godneſle! as if wiſer nature 

Had made an cxtraQt of ten thouſand Lawyers, 

And thriſe refin'd it with immortall fires: 

Then ſer it like a ſantified Lampe 

On th'Altar of thy ſoule; to giue exemplar light, 

In the dull darkeneſle of this ſinne-borne night, Exeunt. 
Ben. Browley's growne mad with rage:I'm icalous of him, You 

know the hopes of your poſteritie dwell on your preſent fortunes: 

all which burne with the ſhort Taper of your ſingular life, 

Say he ſhould quench it. | 
Sag, How Sir? murder me? 
Ben. 1 cannot tell,it's but my iclaouſie, 

Tis notamiſle, to keepe preuentions eye 

Open and wary, Inſtruments of death 

Stand ready preſt to a malicious arme, 

And policie, like a cunning Ieſuite, 


Watches behind the Arras for a call. 
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_ Sug. What grownUfor this ſuſpition find your thoughts? 
if Pom, The fury of his madnefſe, Enuics Come, | , 
Thar ſurges fromthe poylon'd auarice 
Of his ſwolne heart: his brok en reſolutions, 
Whercin his traitor-tongue can ſcarce forbeare 
The proteſtation, Giue meleaue to fearc. 
. - Sag. What will you counſel| me? 
Ben, That muſt be Rudy d: Thus--- 
Liſten---We'll trie what miſcheefes he can warpez 
with woodden wafters learne goplay at-{harpe. Exit Sager. 
6 Enter Gripe, Nice, Thirty. 
Grip. Oh my backe,my backe--- Ben, How do you, Sir? 
Grip. Oh ſonne, fonne ,worletheneuer,. The Gowt was but 2. 
ſtitch tothis. Oh the Collicke;the-Collicke and ſtone.. 
Thir#t, There be two of them niafter, aske the widdow elſe. 
Grip. Sure it will rend my bowels-our.. : 
Ben, Ics'tuſt:The ſtone ich'bladder now ſhould make him ſmart 
Thai has ſo long bene ficke of tone ith heart, 
Grip. Oh that-I knew where my old Phyficianliwd.. 
Enter V giter and Curfew, | 
Vaſt.Keepe on your habnte. Our walke's turn'd Pouls, I thinke.. 
(#rf.-Zlid, ifour third party were here , weewould venter.on 
"= all. Th'are bur welfh freeze; they would ſhrinke at the ſenſe- 
of yron.. 
Uaſt, Let's mnffle yp our villaines with the ſhadow 
Of ſome great conference : if a cheate be offer'd, 
We'll not refuſe : but now to compaſſe it, 
Muſt not be done by force of armes, but wir. 
Grip. Sonne Benramin, you miſt ro Goldington, 
To view yong Br»fers lands: tare offer d me 
This morne in morgage. Harke you--- 
Nic. Thirſty,come hither, Thirff, Ha you any drink there? 
Nic. No but come drmke = ſelfe drunke with Poerrie. 


Thirſt. Faith, Poetrie now adaies will ſcarce make a man drink... 
Thad as liefe be a pot as a Poer:then Iſhould ſometimes be full of 
good liquour.. | 


Nie - 
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Nic. Oh, yourPoetis too full of that; it amdced him thred bare, 
Sirrah,I ha'made a Sonnet here to ny Miſtrefſ;ſhe reroWwrought 
ſach a one onher Samplar;- Lay thine care ie dole to my nacal! 
tongue, I ſhall raviſh her, : + | | 

Thirs+, You ſhall be hang'd for't FIRE eiti's 346) 

Xi, Open thine ares, like an Oyſter a omng 

Enen as the bird, whichwe Camelion call, 

doth line on aire for aye: © 1 

So my kinde heart,ener like a Rocke-Dout ſhall 

 feede on thy lene alll day, 

Thirſ#. 1, and all night too. : 

Nic, I, and all night too: but that ni ight —__ make the verſe 
coo long. Now I talke of night, let meſce what time of day itis, I 
haue bulinefle, muſt not be rin'd away. 

Carf. Pray y Sir, how ipeakes your watch ? Qne? mine lies in- 
clining to two + You haue a prettie — of thetime there, 
Who madc-it,French or Dutch? You neednot doubt me,Sir, I am 
the new Parſon of Saint Peters in Bedford, ' + 

Nic. Sir,then as I may ſay, haue ioy in your new Benefics, for bel- 

ly-peece you muſt ha*'none. Pray' lets peruſe your watch {ce you 
mine, 
Vaſt, Fezu Sir, y haue a braue waſh therg.. Chill warrant the 
Kings waſh<maker made it. Beſeech you mezter Nice, let me ſee 
maſter Parſon waſh, Mafter Paſon will you zell your waſh, chill 
gue you good caſhfor it. 

Carf. No,my honeft friend, I will not ſell it. 

Vaſt. Will you runne with me for it? Gr#if. Runne? no, 

Vaſt. Cheuore ye runne for't,you ſhall nere ha't elſe, Excarri, 


Cyrf. Oh my watch-- Nic. Oh my watch, - 
C#rf. Stop the theefe, ſtop the theeke, Vaſter runs away with 
Nic. Stop the Prieſt op the Prieft. (urfews watch : (r- 


Thirſt, Let bim'go, he runs for a wager. few withNices, 
Ber, How nuW: 2is my couſin Vice playing at Bace? 
I know one of them wel!,by his ſad tale 
Of Yafters death: for that Ile not purſue him,- 
Grip. Son,I did reſt me, hoping to go forward. 
Bur fo increaſe my paines,I am not able, - 
Suxuey you Bruſters Jands,and ſpeed returne, 


- All's for your gpod, for I am now out-worne, 
Ben. 1 goc yo --- All's for me; yet whileshe liues, 

And his hydroppicke ſpirits can looke through 

His bodics loope-holes, and conucy the WS col 

Of his contemplate gold, hisluſts ſole God, : 

Through thoſe windowestto thadmiringheart : 

Nothing comes from himz nor the ſuperfluitics 

Of baſcrs things, not being firſt improu'd, 

Iam his onely iflue, and on me 

T thinke he meanes to ſettle all his ſtate. 

It's the onely way to | ryan curſt and poore,' 

To build my neft on ſuch extorted tore. 

Thoſe fathers, that diftceſl'd mens ruines vyſe, 

* As ſcaffolds to build vp their racked wealth, -: 
<Proue in the end, like citie-houſes,that - 

*On ſmall foundations carry ſpacious roofes: 

«hen the incenſed heauens intempeſts frowne, 
<Their owne top-heauy weight tumbles them downe. 
The firſt or ſecond generation ſpils 

«By ryot,what by wrong the father fils. 

Tn this Ile be a mirror to theſe times: 

And by the hand of charitie returne 

To euery man, what by his couetons rape 

Their ſtates are rauiſh'd of : ſo worke my reſt, 

Thill gotten gone,that which remaines is bleſt, Exit. 

Grip.Oh Thirſty, honeſt Thir#ty.Thy old maſter is but a dead 
man. I cannot pifſe.man:my vrine's ſtop'd. 

Thirſf, You ſhould drinke, hard, maſter:all this comes with 
pinching your ſelfe of your liquour, This isthe reaſon , thar 
ſo few Dutchmen are troubled with the ſtone, Your miſerable - 
Churle dribbles like the piffing Conduir:bur his iouiall ſonne. 
witha ftreame like Ware-water-ſpour. This is the cauſe , the 
Vſurer falling ſicke, ſo ſeldome riſes by the ſtaffe of Phylicke:- 
for he has no watex for the Phyſician co caſt, 
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Nic. Now the Gawt,Dropfie, Lethargie take poſſeſſion of 
theirlegs, I haloſt wy wind, and my watch, and I eare, my 
wench too, Dt 10S 3% | {00 4x 

Thirſt. You haue watch'd faire: ſure that Parſon was ſome 
Iriſhman. | 

Nice. Some hangman vncaſe him.T ha'bene at the Patſons 
and he's no ſuch manner of man, ; 


Enter Marre-waide, conſtable with Valentine, 


Grip, What crew's this? Wo. 

Har. Blefſe your worſhip : Iam your Worſhips ſonnes 
Tenant.I ha brought a rogue to yourwarſhip,to be examin'd, 

Grip. What faulthath has he committed ? Clarke, to your 
office : take his examination, Now neigbour Sleepy,are you 
Conſtable ? | | 

ThirsF, A good harmeleſfe Conſtable, a theefe may. tale 
him napping. ALS 50 355 21954 

Marm. An't pleaſe your worſhip , the rude Raggamuffin 
"comes into my houſe, cals for drinke; and when the Tapfter 
came with a reckoning, he broke the pot about's head; becauſe 
he had not acleane Apron on, 

' Val. No, beeaulc he miſreckoned me, 

Mar, Whoſe fault was it, to wipe out the ſcore? - 

Ual. Nor mine. Indeede I anointed the {core with butter, 
and the Tapſters owne dog lick't it out, 

ic, Vncle,vncle,as ſure as my watchis loſt, this is maſter 

Valentine the Phytician., | 

Grip. Oh Coz, thatit were true, Pray' Sir, letme moouea 
queſtion, EP. | 

Val. You may command my anſwer Sir, yare a luſtice, 

Grip. Were not you the man, that heald me o'the Gowt? 

Val. Troth Sir, I haue done ſo many cures, that Ifotget a 


nymber of my patients, Th' other day I cured a Junaricke 
__,Cobler, 


The Honeſt Lewy er, 
Cobler, pitifully run out at ſoule,when hee was giuen oe by 
the Phyſicians. let him bloud, tooke three Hen-egges,ſuck'd 
*hem out, into the ſhels I put his/bloud , ſer. them ynder 4 
brood-Gooſe, When ſhe had harcht the reſt , I gaue theſe 
three putrified egges to aDogge:the Dogge grew madde,the 
Cobler ſober. And now my memorie runs backe, I call to 
mind one of Bedford, ficke of the Gowt, whom I cured. 
Grip, Tam the man, my renowned Paracelfian: thou ſhalt 
haue the other 25. pound, Conſtable, I diſcharge you. Oftice, 
I'le ſee you payd: ſer your recknoning on my core: trouble 
me no further - leaue vs, leaue vs. Now my deepe  (Exemnt.) 
diuer intotheſecrets of nature, I hauc a cure [2 0 
thee, more deſperate then the foriner, . 

Val. What is't Sir; that my.Art cannetextend to? _ 

Grip, The ſtone, the (tone : Iam pittifully grip'd with the 
Kone, I ha'loſt my piſling. ag, > 
Pal. Sir, the diſeaſe is ſomewhat dangerous. 
Yet if that your expulſiue facultie |... _ © 
Retaine true force, [le warrant to make you piſle, 
Imuſt awhile withdraw to ſtudy Sir, —— 
Now amT puzzled : bloud, what medicine 
Should Ideuiſe to do't? It muſt be violent, | _ 
Giue him ſome Aqua-fortis; that would ſpeed him, 
Let's ſee, Me thinks--- a little Gun-powder N 
Should haue ſome range relation to this fit, 

I haue ſeene Gun-powder oft driue out ſtones |, 
From Forts and Caſtle-walls, huger then he, 
Has any in his reynesor bladder, ſure. :;;.. , 
Faith,'cauſe I am a ſouldier, ile make triall 
Of that ſame blacke and vaporous Minerall, 

Tle ſhoote into his belly : if the gunne hold, 

Le giue him charge enough : ſome Aquavitz 
Firſt brewd:-rogether- would allay. .it well. 
lleſweareto try it, if Idoe not miſſe, _ 

By a ſtrange tricke Ile make my Vſurer.piſſe, 

Sir, Ile goe in and prepare for,you, _ + hens Bp 

Grip, Doe ſo,Here, Thirſty, there be the Keys of the Buttry: 
Wa EA attend 
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attend ypont him good Thirfty : let him lacke nothing,as thou 
lou'ſt me. -* - ates | 4 | 

Thirst. Tloue you Maſter, but here's a good keyT loue 
better. Sweete inſtrument of my joy, let me kiffe thee, A 
las, that thou'and T ſhould be ſuch ſtrangers, Wee ha' buc 
' onebarre!l : now if that ſhould bee in my maſters diſeaſe 
rroublcd with the ſtrangullion , and could*not runne ---- : 
well ,ifit bee not emprie, Ile giu't a ſcowring. Exit, 

Grip; Now if this rare wonder of leaches can cure mee of 
this griping, that I may haue ſome fortie or threeſcore yeares 
more to gather 1n, by that time 7 ſhall gather enough to 
keepe mee al! thereſt of my life, When a man growes vp 
to {ixe or {euen ſcore, itis hightime tothinke of morralitie, 
and to take ſome caſe.” Theſe three or foure nights I ha'bene 
haunted with Fairies: they dance abour my bed-fide F poppe 
ina peece of gold betweene the ſheetes, ſcatter here and 
there fragments of filuer , in euery corner, I keepe my cham<- 
ber ſwept, cleane linnen, fire ro warme them cuery-nighs. 
I was at firftafraide, they had beene ſpirits; now I ſee, they 
arc good harmeleſſe Fairies, If I can pleaſe them, I ſhall 


DO | 
row rich,rich. 


Sonne I haue ſtayd for you, 


Enter Beniamin. 


\ . Ben, You haue done your health the mote wrong, Sir, 
Grip. How deſt like my morgage ?  ' | | 
Bey, It's a faireliuing, Sir; but I would not haue you med- 

dle with it. | Free. | | 
Grip, Why, my wiſe ſonne? | 
Ben. Oh Sir, good deeds are ſcant, 

When we aduantage take of poore mens want, | 

Bruſter's an honeſt man; lend him ſome'money without ſuch 

ſharpe ſecuritie.” . | TH 

Grip. Not a doyt.If he come to me, and conuey the morgage 

T hauc it ready; els I hauc no money, 

Sonne come and ſup with me, '. 


Bon, 
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Bey, 1 follow, Sir. Prepoſterous tranſuerſion of our ſelues! 
Th' erection of our faces ſhould inftruct 
Our groueling thoughts taſcend, How do men thwart 
The teaching hand of Nature , and our birth !. 
Our heads cut aire, and yet our hearts ple earth : 
Ilookefor Sager here. He's come. 5; 004» 


Enter Sager, 


Sag. Heer's my owne caſe and counterfeit ; by this danger- 
lefle plummet, we may ſound the depth of his more cloſe and 
intricate ſtratagems, 

Bez,- So wiſer maſters lay ſome eafie baites, 

At once to tempt and trie their ſeruants rruth, 
The ſubie& for quack-ſaluing Empirickes 
To exerciſe their inexperience on, , 


Should not be men, but malkins.. 
Sag. Do you thinke, that he would doe me violence a- 


ſlcepe ? would he not wake me tofome conference ? 
Ben, No, hee's a moſt ranke Coward, and I know, 
Dares not come neere thee, though thou wert aſlcepe, 
If he does ought, he'l do't by that long Engine, 
Conceale your ſelfc awhile, How fares my name ? 
How does ſhe brooke my ſlow-pac'd comming to her? 
Sag, Faith, in your conſtancie lightens all griefe, 
She nceuer heares you mention'd,bur ſhe ftartles : 
As if your name like ſome celeſtiall fire 
Quicken'd her {low-pac'd ſpirits with new life, 
I neuer knew vertue and beauty meete 
In a more happy mixture, Iremoue, 
Ben, T lone her freely : ſhee's to me as thayrex 
Her beauty is beſt and bleſt, whoſe ſoule is faire, 
The Wolfe is come, - | 


F 3: Enter 
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Enter Bromley with a fowling piece, 


Brom, Good cuecning to you Sir, R 
Ben, My wiſh requite you, 
You walke to haue a ſhoot, Sir: Idepart, 
I would be loth to preiudice your ſport. 
Brom. Saw you not Mr Sager, Sir, of late? 
This is his walke :I would faine ſpeake with him, 
Ben, Why would you ſpeake with him ? 
Brom, Sir, for no harme. 
Ben, I donot thinke you meane it ; but you know, 
hee's valiant like a Lyon : if crofſe words ſhould ftirre your 
blouds to quarrell -- Sir, take heed, Heel be toe hard for you, 
and your long weapon, This medow is his cuening walke. 
Farewell to you Sir, | Exit Ben, 
Brom, Good night M. Beniamin ; you need not doubt me, 
If 1 could meet him art th'aduantage now, 
He is the Fowle I'd ſhoot at, His life done, 
The Farme is mine, Oh ye, wheſe hopes depend, 
Like lingring ſhadowes, on anothers end, 
Whar need you waite with patience natures leaſure, 
When ſuch an engine can ſoone work your pleaſure? 
Tarry : yonder's a man -- now by his habite | f 
It ſhould be Sager. What? and faſt aſleepe ? 
Wiſh'd opportunity to my reuenge. 
Ile kill him ere he wakes, . Stay, grant he ſhould 
In this vnbeaten medow lately act 
Some horrid finne, pleaſe his adulterous luſt . 
I ſhould then with his body ſtrike his ſoule , 
And finke them both together, Reaſon no further 
Thou chiding'conſcience. Sec, the Fates haueplac't 
Him fit for vengeance : enemie, fleepe thy laſt, | 
Hee's Planet-ſtrucke, falne downe : now to my Farme, 
Hethar would riſe, muſt thanke his wit or arme. 
Oh but my murder! piſh, who euer ſtood = Exit, 
In fortunes height, without ſome touch of blood? 
Enter 


The Honeſt Lanyer. 
Emer Beniamin aud Sager at ſenerall wayes, 


Ben. This I diuin'd, Sag. Happy preuention! + 
Ben, Goe, thou deſpairing wretch, and forthy will, 
Ten thouſan ſwords ſhall thy vex'd conſcience kill. 
'T was a vaine blow to vs, and no bloud fpilr, 
Not lefle inthy intention is thy guilt, 
This Clergy-habite which you haue afſum'd, 
Make good awhile for your ſuppoſed death z 
Allow his tyrannie free ſcope: liue cloſe: 
Till time ſhall ripen thoſe events, we ſtriue 
To build on this vile ground, Hold, ther's my key : 
Into my chamber; I ſup at my fathers, Exit Sager, 
What,come againe? | Enter Bromley. 
Brom, I cannot beat reſt ; [muſt needes ſee, | 
If this late murdered corps remoued be. 
Some gold I haue pur vp in this Portmantua : 
IfI ſhould bepurſu'd , this may relieue me, 
Ay me! the bodi's gone : ſure it 's reueal'd : 
Murder from heauens eye cannot be conccal'd, 


Wh har ſhall / doe? fit downe: lye there,my gold. 


Enter Nice, and Thirſty, on either fide,crying So ho. 


Nic. Holla, Couſin Beniawmin, So ho hos Thir, Ohho ho. 
Brom. Oh me, the Countrie's vp,what ſhall I do? (excarrit, 
| Bez, This foole hath frayd him.. | 
Oh guilt! how haſt thou made 
Cowherd of man tofly at his owne ſhade! 
Now Couſin Vice, what holla you for ? 
Nic. You had need of abelltoring you iv. Yourfathes 
has ſtayd ſupper for you this houre. 
Ben, Come then, let's walke on 
mantua? 
Nic, Oh, oh, donot touch it ; it's venome, | 
Ben, Why my wiſe Couſin ? why are you ſo timoxous? 


Nee 


what's here a Port= 
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The Honeſt Liwyer. 

Nic. Oh it lies there fora wager: there be theeues abour ir. 

Take heed Couſin ; Ifound a Portmantua once, and loſt all 

the money in my purſe, Fly, fly Exit. 
Ben, Are you gone? Well, I ſee now,hee that will be wiſe 

by Calender, ſhall be a foele by deftinie, 

Sure, this is Brozyleys budget, and has gold 

Pot vp for his eſcape: 'tis ſo by th'weight, 

It falls into my hands moſt luckily : 

For I haue need of caſh in theſe occaſions. 

Yet lle repay t againe : my honeſtic 

Shall be his friend, whoſe feare was friend to me, 

Oh, in this glaſſe my repreſented ſoule 

Stands manifeſt co my impartiall eye , 

Ye heauens rayne ſhowers of mercy on my ſins : 

Left where my pleaſure ends my wo begins, 


At. Quart. 


Enter V aSters Wife, 


wife, TY Vnne faſter, ye dull legges of motion, 
That time may follow with a ſwifter paſe, 

Let wanton Epicures wiſh you creeple-limbes, 
Inſatiate with the ryot of their ioyes; 
And chide the hafty forwardneſle of day, 
That will not dance attendance on their play, 
My fpirits wrought vpon with tedious woes, 
Thinke chat each hourelingring and lazy goes. 
Impartiall fates, how you Fahide our thoughts! 
Guiding euents to their determin d ends, 
Whether our ſtrength with or againſt contends. 
Whether the paſſenger wake, or ſleepe his fill, 
The waue and wind-moy'd veſlell goes on ſtill 
Patience then hearr! they do not valour know, 
That weary faint, but who can ſuffer woe, . 
Who's this? Enter Rob, Vaſterwith the Letter, 
Rob, By your leaue, Miſtris Sorrow, 
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wife. Right, th haſt hic my name, 
Yer cleare of finne; my ſorrow has no ſhame. 
Rob, Thaue letters from Mr, Ber. Gripe. 
Wife. They re welcome. (poore boy howam1 vndone t 
Tis hard, a mothermuſt.net owne herſonne; 
Rob, Sure Thould know that face and language too. 
A chill diſquiet troubles my ſoft peace, | 
Apd runs like a cold feuer rhrough tay bloud, 
I'm very ficke of fomewhat, Oh'tis then L 
Errour, the fickneſſe in all minds of men. | | » | 
But that I know her abſence giuecs her dead, | 
_ I would ſweare it was my mother, 'las vaine thoughts, 
How you would flatter me ! | 
rife. --- Your prouident friend, Beniamin'Gripe. 
Leaue out that Grjpe - it's an ynproper name; 
+ Cannot denominate thee for ſuch a creature. 
A name can neuer conſtitute anature, 
If blefled mankinde haue a Phexrx left ; 
And viceof that good bath nottime bereft; 
3. this degenerate worlds apoſtacie; 
The plurall number's loſt : that one is hee,'=--.Sonne 
Rob. Llid ſhe calls me'Sonne. | 
"Wife, That word's oreſlipt, 
How eaſily loue is in her languagetrip t. 
Sonne-.- of compelling nature-not forbeares: 
Paſſion muſt vent ir ſelfe in ſpeech or teares. 
Doſt thounot know me ? 
Rob, Yes : this teſtifie, + 
I begge yourbleſsing on my humbled knee, 
wife, Riſe with heauen's benediction, 
Rob, Liues my Father ? 
wife, Gueſſe by my greefe and filence, 
Rob, Vi: my doubts TEE EST iSalds 
Wrappe me in further maze, My father dead? 
My mother lizing in bis enemies houſe? 
Ler's ſtudy, Oft-I haue heard my father mone, 
That this ſame womans luſt —_— vadone, 


This 


| The T0Be[s Lawyer. 
This gines trong faith, Why ſhould ſhee els liue here, 
But ro ſome ſuch yile end? .By heauen tis cleare, 
Oh that this ſappe, which my life feedes vpon, 
Did not confefſe a derjuation. 
From that corrupted trunke!. Well, I will f&ce 
Nature rynne backe with a prepoſterous courſ&. 
lefaſhion a forgetfull lunacie,.. / 1; - 
That ere I was her.ſaone.. But.on my ſoule;. 
Not touch her with leaſt hurt..-Woman.come hither... 
IVife, Woman |! Deare:Robiz, not:thy mother >bleſſe-m FAYTgy | 
Why doſt thou gripe me.thus ? 'Oh ſame blacke ſtorme.. 
Is riſing on thy brow... © . 
Reb. Storme 2 No, tis thunder. Can you read this? 
wife, Yes, 1 can ſpell, t too well, Ic ſpeakes my rata 
deare ſonne 
Rob. Come, come; forget w; 
Theſe filiall rights, and Natures attribures, . 
Prepare your telfe to----==—=  .. 
rife, What ? Ohdeſperate child; 
Oft haue thy bended kneeswith a uf dutie 
Kiſs'd the.cold earth, to begge my prayers to heauen, 
For thy proſperity. : oft. defird forgiueneſſe 
Ofthy wild infant-errors. Oft haue theſe 
Borne thee with ſoft indulgence : butnow,ſee, 
A wofull mother bends her humble knee : 
To her incenſed ſonne.; not to conſerue::  - 
This fleſh from death, but thy black foule from bell: 
Th'vnſcaped dungeon, whereall Parricides dwell, 
- Thinke: if thy ſpirits-be not growne mad and wild, 
Pitie a mother kneeling:to her child, 
Rob..]'m deafer then an Vſurer to your mones,. . 
I muſt, like Nero, ſee theplace Tbredin... 
Bebriefe in anſwere: did you neuer wrong” 
my fathers =. = "a 7/ife. Neuer, . 
Rob. Take heede, + 
Clogge not thatbreſt with more fin,that muſt bleed, - 
Speake truth and ſaueyour ſoule. . © | 


Lye you not here to ſatiacc his luſt, 
That robb'd my father *ſpeake, or y are bur duſt. 

Wife, No on my foule, L 

Rob, Now on thy loute thonlyeſt, | 
Confeſſe, be plaine,or without pawlſe thou dyeſt. 

'ife, Helpe, heauens or men, within, breake open dore. 

Enter Benia. Valentine,Gripe, Nice, Thirſty, 

Ben, What prodigie's this? | 

V/ife. Nothing Sir,alas nothing :'twas but my feare, 

Ben, It is my ſeruantSir; he meant noill, 

Grip, Sonne, ſonne , howſocuer he ſerues you, I'm ſure he 
does not ſerue God, Withourqueſtion, he would haue ra- 
uiſh'd her. : 

Thir, He would hauerefrefh'd her, Sir.- 

Grip, Speake widow, is 't not true? --away with him, 
Couſin Vice, make his wittios, 

7ife. It's not amiſle to let him feele ſome ſmare. 

His life they cannot touch : what his offence 
Deſerues in heauens,ftri& iuſtice, mercy pardon. 
Parents learne this in tendring Childrens ſtate : 

Too much indulgence is notloue but hate, 

Nc. Sure his complexion doth not giueit: let me ſee yout 
hand, Sir. : 

Rob, Will you feelc it, Sir? _ . ſtrikes bim. Excunt., 

Ben. (Sonne offer violence to the mother?) firange ! 

Till I can ſound this myſterie of ill, 
lie to the priſon and relicue him ſtill. Exit. 

Gripe, You will be gone Mr. Valentines but T hope you wil 
vifit me ſhortly againe. 

Val, Before you looke for me, Sir, =--if all fall right, 
Iyowe to viſite you againe this night. . Exit, 

Grip. Ha widow !1am cleere of the ſtone now. 

wife. The lefſe able to doa widow pleaſure, Sir. 

Grip. Tur, wench, I meane the diſeaſe, the diſcaſc, 

7ife. (No Sir : you haue a worſe diſeaſe behind:) 

The body hath no ſicknefle like the mind, 
Gripe, Try me, ſweet, I'm like alecke, though I hauc 
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2 gray head, 1 hauea greene--wut ? wut be my medicine fer 
the ſtone ? when? when ? 
wife, When you haue married me I will be your wife, 
Gripe. Piſh: firſt make triall how thou likeft me: there.is 
no wit, to marry before experience... | 
wife, Y our houſe Sir, is too publike, | 
Grip, Hold, ther's the key of my cloſet. Be thine owne 
pandar for conuayance, I mult receiue alittle money : profir 
is aboue pleaſure ;about.ten 
if. Good lucke direct my hands vntothe morgage. . 
Thar found, if or my witte or (irength hold tacke, _ 
I haue a medicine Sir, to coole your backe, : - Exit. 
Grip. 'Las poore wench : now ſhee 's got into my Cloſſet,- 
ſhe hugges her hopes, as a Polititian his ayery plotre , and 
cryes a prize, a prize, She ſhall be double-cony-catch'd, Wel, 
it growes Fairy-time, Oh: the fine dapper laddes, how they 
friske about my chamber : when at euery ftep-heredroppes a . 
grote, thereateſton, Many drops make a floud. Sure, I'm 
ſome wonderfull honeſt man, that they loue me thus, Imuft + 
to bed. Tarry, how thenſhallT keepe touch with the widow? 
Iha't, Ile fit downe in my chaire, and faine my ſelfe in a ſlym- - 


ber, Oh'twill be a golden waking dreame. 


Enter Vifter, Valentine, ( urfew, like Fairies, dancing. 
antickes: pinching Gripe, 4s they 
| paſſe by him. 


Oh-oh-tHh'are angry, Would I were rid of hem. Oh--ſweet 
ſpirit --oh -- doe not terzific mee thus. What haue I dope to - 
prouoke you? | 
Uaſt, Confeile thy finnes, Th' haſt ſome wench. in a cor« - 
ner. 
Grip. T haue, I haue--oh-- but Ile not meddle with her. . 
Vait. Whiles thy houſe was cleanly ſwept, 
And thy conſcience chaſtly kept : 
Neat linnen, fire and water ready; 
And thy purpoſe good and ſteady: BOG 
Whales 
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Whiles thou neuer ſentſtthe poore 
Vnrewarded from thy doore. | 


 Whiles thou waketdft with the chimes, 


Becauſe thou wentſtto bed betimes, 
We brought thee wealth; but twasin vaine: 
For now well fetch it backe againe... 
Come deliuer the keys of your trunkes. 
Grip. Oh theeuts, you llrobbe me,youll yndoe me, 
Carf, No, Gowtie bliſter, well bind thee, vndoe thee, who 
wall 
Val Open tl y iawes thou yawning ſepulcher: 
Here is a morſel for an Vſurer, | Gagge him, 
Vaſt. A peece of Cheeſe of the Low-country Dairics, 
This is the vſnall diet of the Fairies, 
Carf: Now we wilhrip the lining of thy trunkes, 
Better the Bairies -hauc it then thy punkes, . 
Val. Lucke more,then we can carry , bath affignd vs. 
Curf. Each horſe his lode: we'l leaue the reſt behind vs. 
Thou greedy Panther, Val. Sauage Wolfe, Y2ff.Man-cater. 
Thoutettting Canker, Va/.Comons horſleech. (#r.Cheater 
Uaſt. Whoſe belly has iuſt cauſe to ſue an:ation 
Oftreſpaſle, gainſt thy couetous luſts exaction:: 
For detinie of many bundred meales, | 
Which it from others, and thy ſelfe too,ſteales. 
The Gowt. Val, The Dropfie, . Carf, Collicke, Lunacie, 
Like Sprites and Fairies haunt thy.company. 
And as thou gap ſt now, let fame Batte or Owle 
Sper backewardsi'thy mouth. 
Vaſt,No more, If thou do not 
Repent,reſtore,turne good, fis till thou rot, 
Val. What does Viurie ſticke in thy teeth? ſpet out, Dog, 
ſpet out. Now thou gap'ſt for a mortgage. Doſt? 
Vaſt. Fare-ill.To thoſe that aske how came this euill, 
Giue anſwer thus : The Fairies robd the Diuell. - 


Grip. Oh---Oh---Oh, - | Exenunt. + 
| G3 3 | _— 25 


"The Foreſt. Lawyer. 
Enter Bromley, Nice, V; affers wife. 


Bro, Ho maſter Gripe? what, your chamber doore opexhus 
earely? how now, bound? gagg'd>whagﬀogues ha'bene here? 
Nc. Speake to mice vncle, {peake: the gagge's out, | 

Grip, Sauz the gagge..-I will hang.the whole ſhire , but Ile 
find 'hem. Iugglers, Fairies, incarnall ſprites! My money;my 
heart, my guts , my ſoule Ler:me curſe myſcltciinro the 
.ground, and ſaue a Dirge. Run, cry, ride, chargethe Confta- 
bles with 'hem. | | E 

Brom, Where be they, Sir? __ 

-Grip:Gone to the Diuell.Runne te a Coniurer, caſt mea fi- 
pure, 

* Nie. OhzSir,all the Coniurers are o their owne trade. -A 
miſchicfe on't, I thought there was ſomeſcuruy luck towards; 
the Crickets did ſo cry.ith-Quen yeſterday, And this yeric 
houre,as we came in, there was an-Owle whoo-whooping in 
the top of the chimney:and wltat the threſhold, maſter Brome 
{cy here: ſtumbled.Signes,fignes. | S627 

Grip. Plucke.downe the ſ1gnes. Ile vado all the Iones.in the 
rowne : they harbour the theeues. 

Brom, Y ou:{aid they were Fairies, | 

Nic.Now in finceritie,I heard a great ratling of chaines. 

wife.CThis .makes mee wonder [duch.a robbery, and I not 
hearec it? dr Fink 
' Brom, Come bridle yp+his furie, What will-you ſay,ifI can 
roduce youhe plotter, abbettor,or at leaſt acceſſary to this 
villanie ? What if the pick-locke can open the cheſt of all this 
Kratagem?, | 

Grep.'Las,poore widdow, ſhe was faſt, I warrant you. _ 

Brom. No,ſhe was looſe:I-warrant you;how could we haue 
got in, if ſhe had not open'd the dore? Your coutin Nice and 1 
came from a hurly-burly ithJaile, Your ſonnes man has broke 
from his keeper, And as we were comming, wee met this wo- 
men verie {upitioully ſtealing our. .. ch : 

wife. My heart miſgaue me thus:this diuels tongue 
Would worke my miſdecm'd innocence ſome wrong. 
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Grip.No more words.Couſin, neighbor,take herto thenext 
Inftice.I muft not-deale:immy,ownebuſmeſſe, Let her bee 
examin'd ſoundly, ſfoundly:ſent to the-Iayle,roundly,roundly, 
wife.'Sir;'beſeech you, RO adens Loa 
Grip, No more, Da not you know, Tknow you fora whore! 
Away with her, I will notheare her ſpeake.” * 
My gold, my filuer--Oh myheart wiltbreake, Exit, 
Brom Come; will you walke? Heleade; widdow,comi you 
next. Maſter Nice;you l follow. £ 
Nic: As clole,as beggery followes drunkenneſſe. 
Let meſceyour hand, widdow--Oh the caſe is cleare, 
A ycllow tpot-doth on your hand appeare. 
Gather vp your heeles, widdow - Taftice S#rly dwels hard by, 


Enter Robert Vaſter.. 


- Reb, How now? my mother guarded?with'two rogues? 
Sword, thoudidfſt faine to kill her—-but--Sirrah—you--deliuer 
me this woman, or Ilemake thy yellow ſtarch'd face ferne me 
for a cut-worke band, | | 


 Brom.Oh Sir, y'are well met': you broke from the Tayle Jaft 


nighr. Apprehendhim maſter Vzze. | 


Nic.Tam ſomewhat dainty and ſhy ot him, Sir, He lookes - 


vile ſharpe on't,- | | ; 

Brom. Let him looke as ſharpe,as an Apparitors nailes, 
we'll blunt him I warrant ye.Sirrah, I charge you ftand.; 

Rob, Sirrah, you ſeeIſtand charg'd already.Will you haue 
me ruH ? ; ; 

Brom, Oh helpe;helpe---" WE 

Nic. Hold, hold,I ha'not made my will. 

Rob. No matter for thy prayers; diſpatch it quickely then. 


N:zc. You tgiue meleaue, Sir, tomake my will, Rob. Yes, - . 
Nzc. Then my will is--to runne away. - = Eats 


if, Thankes,ſonne;but now do you nor, like the Lion, 
Saue the diſtreſſed Lambe from the Wolfes pawes, 
For ſacrifice to his owne bloudieiawes? | 
| Roh; Deare mother, pardon; be ſecure-«- - 
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' Pyner Bromley, Nice, B eniamin, Sager diſpniſed, 4nne V after. 


Brow, This way,this way:here--Oh haue we found you? | 
Ben, How do theſe miſchiefes.flutternthicke heapes! 
And cloud my vnderſtanding from the light, 

Llook'd the Sunne ſhould ſhine, find it darke: night 


s 


> - 


cannot ftand t'examine circumſtances. 

' Now maſter Browley, whither are you bound? 

Brom. Your father gauec vs chargeto haue the widdow 
To maſter Tuſtice Swrly's; he ſuſpeRs her 

' To hauc ſome hand i'th robberie ronighr,” 

Sir it concernes you; he has loſt 300. pound, | 

Bey, Vrah, My father robd? the widdovw charg d with'ic? 
Her ſonnevniayld himſelfe?theſe are harſh turnes. 

Well,go you twa before, prepare theTuſtice, | 

' You haue my word for their appearance.Go, Exennt,B7.Nic. 
VViddow, and Robi,now here's none but friends: 
You giue me leaue to wonder at theſe ends, 

Of that anone. | 

Meane time] here preſent you with agift, 

Dearerto me,then is the Sunne to earth, 

So; narrow vp your paſſions fora ſpaces | 

H'\you the morgage-deeds? give them my hands, 

Yet the ſuccefle on my invention ſtands, 

Morther, and þrother,(ſo I hope your titles)! 

My ſelfe, and friend here, whom you do not know, 
'VVill baile you both. That done,T haue an Inne, " 
New voyd of Tennant; there dwell all together. 

My friendſhip to the power ſhall pledgeyour faith, 
Meaſure good deeds by what man would, not bath, ' £xeunt 


Emer Griffin, 7 


_ Griff. VVhat Damn'd fortune's this ;that I cannot ſmell out 
theſe thceues ? I would ſweare them to the Gallous, as well 


25 they ſwore me out of my money, | An oath like a; ſtrong 


charme,ſhould conjure their neckes into the circle of a rope. 
| - Enter 
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Enter Bromley, Beniamin. 


Oh, here comes my fellow-Patient ; wee both tooke Phylicke 
together; purg'd,purg'd:bur 7 haue a cordiall for him. Saue 
you, brother Gripe.Mr.Browley,newes, good newes,Jt's xepor- 
ted, that Sager's dead, | 1 UDP FEES T1 | 
Brom Dead? Ile go take poſlefſion preſently. 
Ben. Do not with too ſtrict rigour exercite your pawer on 
his diſtreſſed family, : 
Brow. My time 15 come,I will notloſe an houre. 
Grif. It's iuſt,that euery man ſhould'take his owne. 
Ben. Sir, you ſpeake law,not charitie.He that will 
Be nothing more then iuſt, is vniuſt ſtill, 
Wo to that quited ſoule,to whom from heauen 
All iuſtice;and no mercie ſhall be giuen, 
Your mercy to the widdow,to the Orphans, | 
Brom. As much as a Puritan has vpon a good feaſt, 
Ben, Well--let me tell you this --Sager is dead. 
So flies report, borne on preſumptions wings, 
But how he dy'd,that acrie bird not ſings. 
Kild--but by whom--waight deeply--I muſt hence, 
The muttring s ſtrong--looke to your conſcience, =Secedit 
Grif. How's this?kild?--muttering?and conſcience? Looke, 
his'ghaſtly melancholy points him our for the murderer. As 
ſure,as a batte-brinkes puld downe declares a cuckold , this 
darkenefle diſcouers him. 
Brom.1lam a villaine, 
Grif. Tell him,that knov??s itnort. 
Brom My narrow heart cannot be capable 
Of this huge bulke of ſocrow.It muſt our, 
Now,to whoſe boſome better then my friends? 
This hand kild Sager. Grif. How? 
Brom, Nay, do your wotſt.” Hens . 
Twas but chaneerhedley,accidentall ſlaughter, 
Intending with my Peece to ftrike a fowle, 
Agaiuft my will the cocke went downe,ard he 
| H Stood 


The H ontſi Lawyer, 
- Stood in deaths way. It was his deftinie, 

But Griff, harke you--let not your tongue ftirre, 

Donot I know you-or aforgerer ? | 

And more--you-wot--let not your tongue be looſe, 

Ben, Thusare two Foxes catch'd in one poore nooſe, 
| Exit Ben, 

Griff. Our guilt ſhall bind our ſecrecie;; who liues 
An vnſuſpecedvillaine, winks at others: 

Vnlawfull deeds,to teach their eye-lids how 
To winke at his---Shall we go to our new Hoſtice? 

Brom, Where? who? 

Griff. For your where, at the Maiden-head:, a good likely 
place.For your who:the widdow that old Gripe (EnterWife- 
{uſpe&ts for the robberysbut young Gripe hath tenanted to his 
Inne. Maſle, ſhe preuents vs. Widdow,we were comming. 

Wife. Pray' Gentlemen walke in;you ſhall haye attendance.. * 

Brom. Your company, fwecte widdow.. 

Wife. Tle not be long from you, Sir.. Exennt. 
Oh,ſfome retiring from this houſe of finne, 
Fate! I was neuer bred: to keepe an Inne, 


Enter (curfew Valentine asthemſelnes Vater diſguis'd, 


More cuſtomers? that which all Innes would ſee; 
Great ſtore of gueſts:this is a plague to me. 

Vat, Yonder's mine Hoftice.Now the water's vp,that we 
cannot getouer to the Abbey, it is our ſecureſt _ tO COm- 
mitthe money to her cuſtodjie, Ifany ſearch ſhould bemade, 
and theſe tokens found abour vs,wt are all dead men : there's- 
not ſo much mercie in Gripe,as in the Plague. 

Curf. Agreed, Widdow, we haue ſome money to pay to a- 
Londoner in Bedford here ; and he's nor yet come $0 receive - 
it, Will you lodke it-vp ſafe for vs? 

Val. But heate you? Deliver it not to anpone of ys; Except: 
all rhree demand it together, keepe ir ſtill. DS I 

Vaft. Helpe her to beare itin,and Tee't layd vp, . Exennt 
Zlid, my wife takes degrees;ſhe riſes fairely. , 
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Tſold her hither whore ſome trickes to do, 
Now ſhe's turn d whore, and Bawd,and Hoſtice too. 

Stand cloſe deare wits,and ſhadow me dif; ouiſe, 

She caſt me downe,and by her fall Ile riſe, 
Husbands that loue your honour as your life; 


Learne now to be reueng'd,on afalſe wife, Emter wife, 


Wif, Your friends expeC you Sir. 
Vat, Sweet, I would go, | 
But here's a charming beauty , that ſayes no, 
Will you walke off a little--to the meddow? 
I haue atiny buſinefle with you, widdow ? 
7YVife, W hat is your will, Sir? I'm in hafte: be ſhort. 
Vaſt.The thing thou wotſt on, halfe a minutes,ſport. 
if. Forbeare, libidinous Groome, 
Uaſi. Groome? I'm a man, 
And can do, Hoſtice , what another can, 
| Come,ſhall I ſpeake in gold,and ation? 
wif, Be damn'd,inchanter,with thy golden ſpelss. 
Thou thinkR, gold can buy luſt, when nothing els. 
Yet Idoloue thy.ſoule.Think,ethinke, how deare, 
A moments ioy is bought with endlefle feare, 
How ill the fleſh ſteales his vniuſt delight, 
When the ſoule ſuffers an eternall night, 
Flatter thy glowing hopes with heate no more, 
Be not deceiu'd; thy Hoſtice is no whore. 


Uaft. So:{poke my out-fide braue; did my rich huske 


Allow me impudent; and my vadown'd chinne 
Promiſe my bloud vnſuck d out by this finne, 
You would runne madde on me. 

Wz#f. Sooth,thou much erreſt, 
I neuer ſaw that perſon (except one, 
Who iuſtly claim'd my loue,now dead and gone) 


In whoſe embracementsI would ſooner locke the treaſures of 


my heart, Vaſt. Now,now,ſhe's commins, 


Wif. If you had mou'd my eares wi.ha chaſt ſuite, 1 ſhould 


haueliſtn'd, UaFﬀ, Braue! ſhe's mine already, 


Wife I cannot loue theenow, oh, No ?W#f. No; I ca 


nnort 
COlN=- 
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conceiuea good thought of thee, Ya, No? 1i.Thate thee, 
V af.Heigh? handy,dandy,faft and looſe,braue diuell, 

Ile coniure you for this, Come, will you loue me? 

Or no matter for your loue, will yau lie with me? 

Doe,or lic alone ith meddow here, I ſhall leaue your temp- 

ting eyes for the Crowes to picke out, | | 

, Wit, Defend me ooodnefle. 
Va##.Whiftle nor ſo lowd, leſt I cut your pipe,Come on. 
7/if,.Honour or lite, how ſhall Tſaue you both? 

Sir, I ſhall ſpoyle you, I ha bene long a finner, 

A common finner,Sir, and am nor ſound, 

You cannot {cape infe&tion,if you touch me. 

Ya. Humh!the poxec,ſfay you? well,you'l not reueale me.Exit 
Wife.Y ou need not,Sir.diſtruſt my filence, Wron gs: 

That {cape heauens hand, need notfeare mortall tongs, 

This world's turn'd Bedlam, rauing,deſperate-badde. 

It Ragger'd drunke before,now it runs mad. _ : 

More cuſtomers? Enter o/a Gripe and Beniamin, 
Ben,Bur,Sir,reſpect your hte, your conſcience. | 
Grip. Thou ſaiſt well, for my life.But for my conſciences. 

Tis like a Surgions,that takes money for letting out blood, 

Thinke o'my morgage. | : | 
Ben, Vpon wy life, be 1] kill her. Opreſumption, 

How doſt thou dare heavens Tuſtice? I muſt ſtudy 

To interpoſe prevention. Sir, I'm your ſorne: 

' This breſt you gaue me,and le ſtill conſerue it, 

A faithfull cloſer to locke vp your ſecrets. TR 

How will you ſtrike?Piſtoll her? G7ip.No:.chat ſpeakes 

Like an obſtreperous Aduocate,ton loud, 

In th'cares of iuſtice. Murder,like your Icſuite, 

Should whiſper death in filence--ſleeping Glence, 

Ben, Tapprehend ir,poyſon, Sir, Ile buy you 

A ſpeedy potion, Grip. Not too deare, good {onne... 

I weuld not ha't too deare:my mony's gone. 

Two peny-woorthof Ratrs-bane, w'haue experience, _ 

W'1l do't; dot throughly:. Ber. Ile prouide ir,Sir. . 

Pc be your Apothecarie; but by no meanes 

Mini-- 


The Honeſt Lawyer. 
Miniftevit my ſelfe. You muſt do thar, Sir: 
I cannot doe you better feruice, Rare! 
Then bring my father to the Galhouſe, Enter, 
Be petulant, and ler your wanton mirth, 
Giue you forgetfull of all wrong, - DTILTEED 
Gripe. Come widow, I forgiue thee now*: Thopethou'r 
forgiue me too, I'm come to drinke downeall malice, © 
rife, Pray * Sir lead the way, Nefollow, . Exit Grip, 
Looke vp, dearefricnd : what thus deiects you ? 
Ben, Wonders, miracles -- / muſt needs poyſon thee.” _ 
Be nor diſmay 'd, my poyſon ſhall not hurt thee : , 


Ve tell thee all. Enter Vaſter inhaſte. ", 
Vaſt. Hoſtice,Pray helpe me to the money quickly, /muft.. 
pay't inftantly. 7/ife. You ſhall Sir. Exennr, 


Vaſt. So, ifmy new-borne plots ho[d conſtant life, _ 
Ile cheate my theeues, but aboueall;my wife,' Enter Wife & - 
Thanke you,good Widow. Youth,tel the Rob. with money; 
Gentlemen I'm gone to tender the money, Bid Exit Rob. 
'hem be merry and continue their healths. Ile take my round, 
when I come againe, Farewell Oftice. © - -7.5 "+  _—_ 

Wife. Y are welcome Sir, Enter ( nr few, Valentine, Robin, 

_ Val. Gone, ſayſt thou ? andwith the mony? fire and gun- 
powder ! how are weblowne vp? (rf. Prettie handſome ! 

Val. Oſtice ---- Rob, Goodleach, ftand further off: your 
breath's too violent. : | 

- Carf. Did we not charge you-not todeliuerthe money, but 
to vs all three togerher? (4 650907 : 

Reb. Maſle,tis true. How forgetfully are we cheated 2 

Val. You area coozening woman. Rob, You doelye! 

Cyrf. Keene the peace. Oftice, you'l make it good to vs, 
three hundred pound, a pretry competent ſumme, | 

Val. Furies and Fiends ! wits, you do fairly Rriue. 

Cf. Ithought this faiery mony would nere thriue, Exezt 

Ben, Thaucheard all this rogueric.. * Enter Ben... 
Cheare, Widow : letnotſorrow make thee ſicke, 

Perhaps, He catch'the knaues at their owne tricke. Ent. Thir. 
Thir, So ho-my maſter's turn'd Reueller, I neuer loſt my name 
| | I 3 fipce 
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fince I came into his ſtaruice, till now, Veck! amiracle, Iam 
not Thirſty, | Enter Nice. 

| Ben, Now my wiſe kindred, why looke you ſo pale? 

Nic. O,Illeputoft my wedding, I willnor for all Bedford 

marry to morrow, Bey, No? why? 

Nic. O, my Vncle reaching for a Cup, ouerthrew the ſalt 

towards me — towards me, O tis ominous. 

Ben, The falling of a ſalt keep thee from mariage! well, I 
haue a ſtrange medicine, of quick cure to this conceited ſick- 
_ Robin, fetch me ſome wine. Coz, how doſt feele thy 
{clfe? 

Thir, Hee ſhakes as if he had the gurning agew. 

Nic, Perplexed Coufin, perplexed, I > rather a good 
Lordſhip had faine toward me. | 

Ben, Tut man, falr ſeaſons all things; fiſh or fleſh, 

\ Andtroth, thou need it : for thy witte 's but freſh. 
Here bloud,Idrinke to thee, 

Thir, Now could I dance like a Dutch Froe: my heeles arc 
as light as my head. 7 ? 

Nic, OhTrecant. Couſin, Iwill marry. 

Ben, What meant you Sir, to ſpill the wine ypon him? 

Rob, Twas a mifchance Sir. Nice. No : it was good hap, 
Tis a good figne, thaue wine {pilc in ones lappe: 

This makes amends for the ſalt, Sir. 

Ben, 1 thought this docke would fetch your nettle out, 

I ſce, ſmall wind turnes a fooles mill about, Let's goe, Exent. 

Wife. Yonder comes my P hylician and hispotion, 


Enter Gripe., 


Grip, T haue here two "2a : one of ſugar, and that's for | 
my ſelfe : another of poylon,and that's for my Oſtice. Let me 


be right-right, I ſhould make faire worke,, if 1 were miſta- 
ken now, Ha widow ! thf art a Churle- a. very churle, that 
wouldſt not keepe companie with thy gueſts. Iha' brought 
_— of wine here: hcalth and bloud to-thee, ſweete 


Bb. 
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Rob. A miracle: An Vlurer drunke at's owne coft. 
Gripe.-There's a whole cup for thee : pledge mee chucke. 
Nay tarry, tarry. : thou'muft have ſugar to't; women loue 
ſweet things, I know, So;off with't bottome and all: the dee 
per the ſweeter,. Ha Oftice , my ſonne ſhall giue thee a leaſe 
of thine Inne, | 

Wife. 1 would hee could grant me alcaſeof my life : for I 
grow fick fir, Robin, lookein, 27 Exit Rob. 

Gripe, (Excellent ratteſ-bane) it workes already, Widow, 
doſt remember fince thou waſt in my ſtudie ? and yfaith whar 
found there ?: | 

Wife. Nothing, but what IHeft'behinde me , Sir. I'm ve- 
ry ficke.. | | o 

Gripe, (lle nere truſt poyſon els.) This cottons wel yer. No 
ſooner dead, but my ſonne ſhall ceaze on all the goods. 
Search the coffers for my morgage. If it be loſt, yet now ſhee't 
keepe counſel]. RS: 

Wife. This wine hath made methirſty, T'm not well. 

Gripe, Hye thee ro bedde and ſweat, A little poſſer with 
rwo-penny worth of horſe-ſpice. O tis excellent to pur one 
into a ſweat. Farewell widow. Ext... 

Wife. So I'mrecouerd now : thyabſence cures me, _ 

O earth! thou center of the world and finne;; 

Tity Paradiſe is loft: th'att only now 

A larger ſtable, where all vices dwell. 

Did not the Sur ne ſhine, I ſhould thinke thee hell. 

"Enter Vaſter. 

Lucky! here comes the cheater. Sir, the money is askt for by- 

the Gentlemen, your friends : They threaten to arreſt me, bur - 

I hope fir, you'l be my quittance. 

Uaſt..Yes : on this condition. 

Letme cnioy thy loue on this ſoft ground : 

Ile pay it backe, were it three hundred pound. 

Stirre not : this chargeth you : are you not content ? 

Come, with a filent kifſe {eale your conſent. - 

Wife. Sir, you know my diſeaſe. Þm dangerous —_ 
Vait. The poxe? O Thaue knowne London too long - _ 
afraic 
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afraid of the PORC.. na, _ you vnlocke ?T ha'the golden 
key. If not, le to Virginia , like ſome cheating Bankrout, 
and leaue my Creditour ith'ſuddes, You knoy the Iayle, Ha 
you ncuer bin hir'd to yawlefor the whole priſen? 65. whule 
to the paſſengers ? 

77ife. Sorcerer, thy circle.cannot hold Ct 
. Vajh, No, I would haue yours,.holde mee, Come, will you 
fadpe ? | 
4] Nox, if thou killit me : notif thy murderous hand 
Could put me to a death, (like Teſuites poiſon) 
Ten yeeresa dying, Yaft, No? you will repent. 
Wife, So wilt thou neuer : take my carcaſe,flaue : 
Whiles there's a ſoule within - noluſtfull hand 
Did or ſhall euer tquch it, /; aft; Politick whore } 
What, do you kenme now? Wife, My husband ? 6, / diſcowers 
Into your armes I flie. Vaſt. Infection, no, Ws 
Y are dangerous by your owne tonfffion. SET 
Wife, Alas;!1torg'd that anſwere,to auoid . 
Sinful, embraciogs. Brothels ficke indecd 
Of thar contagion, ſooth and ſmother't yp, 
Totempr diſtruſtfull commers on, at once 
To their owne profit; and the others ruine,. 
hey ſpcake falſe, todo faiſe the ſafer. I 
Tofſauen my conſcience did my fleſh bely.- 
Liſt. You cannor tempt me Siren; I am reſolute, 
Thou art #'tunning Bitch, and I am proud 
Ofſuch expe&ked meanes to my reuenge. 
Harke, how lc quittance thy abhorred luſts. 
Firſt, hou ſhalt be arreſted for the money, _ 
Vhercofi cheated rhee: ſo be reftrain'd 
romthy old ftracgling, mew'd vp like a haggard ; 
1 = the Alsiſe comes, then thou ſhalt be hang'd, 
7 care thou Randi bound oer for ſuſpicion” 
robbing Gripe, I did the villanie, 
4: row d thine :10 thou ſhalt hang for me. | 
> Teac husb and, do fo. Vaſt. Husband me no more : 
Mis nzmme was cancell'd when you fult playd whore, MW 
| Now 


I 


0 


Shall be rak't yp in Englands peacefull carth, 
| | I 
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Now garden-pot, you-water your fad feaves;..// 1 ,- 1. 7 
But I amno loue-foole,wonne with womans teares, 

77ife, O proſecute your wil, Thus. on my knees, } :»:/-- 
And with a heart more humbled, T-intrear, | 
And Imuſft haue it granted ere Irife ;; -:: 
Be pleas'd to make this life a ſacrifice, | -; 
To expiate your wrath, Ifreely yeeldiry : clo fie; 
For your redemption, Foryour bate Idye;-: oil fs youths 
That might not liye in youtloues companie.:;, . ': - * 
If /confeſſe not guilty, to ſaue you, 
Imagine then all your ſuſpicions true, 
But when for your debrsI have payd this life, 
Belecue but then, you had a faithfull wife; 4. || 

Vaſt. O, thou wouldft melt a rocke, My hearts too dead, 
To ſprout at this wet April, Fare you well. -- Exit, 
E wife. Peace and content attend you : and let till. 
Mercie forgiue, and retifie yourill, | | 

Bex, What ? not dead yet ? but weeping ? come,come.dry 
Vp all thy teares : goe hye thee in, and dye, 


Much villanic is now together pact, 
The Scene growes full, Your patience this laſt at. Exemnnt, 


A&. Quint. 
Enter old Brace, the true Abbot. Rare _ 


Abbot, TRE 
O man, how ſweet is breath ! yet ſweeteſt of all, T 
That breath, which from his native ayre doth fall, .. 
How many weary paſes haue I meaſur'd!' 7 OO. 
How many knowne and vnkhowne dangers paft,”  *** © 
SinceI commenc'd my tedious Pilgrimage, 
The laſt great worke of my death-yeclding age! 


Yet am I bleſt, that my returning bones 
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Oh happy Engliſhmen, if your ſore eyes 
Did not looke ſquint on your felicities! 
How other Countries enuy , what youloth , 

And ſurfet on: and would make thar their pride, 

Which is by your contempt ſtill vilefied! | 

This ſickneſſe fulnefſe breedes in moſt mens blood ; 
None lefſe, then the pofleſſors, know what's good, 

Now to my deputy: here his glories end, | 

But ſtay ; he comes to-meet me, Ile attend, 


Cxrf. Confound this damn 'd foxe : he has cheated mee of | 
the beſt prey; Ieuer ſhark'd for. Would 1could light on him; 
T haue a Conſtable here ſhould make him ſtand. | 
Brac, What's this ? ſharking, foxing, and a piſtoll? 
Th'embleme of theefe, cheater, murderer 2 - 
Sure, this vile Elderne was not of my planting, 
Iknow him: Tis his brother, towhoſe truſt I did infeoffe my 
place, Fg 


Enter Meſſenger * wr 


AMeſſ. 1 was dire&ed this way to the Abbot. 
My lord-- the Iudge detain'd by ficknefle from tomorrow's 
Seffion, defires your lordſhips ayde to the ſupply of his owne 
place, Tiraſiftant luſtices reſt ther determining ſentence 
on your lippes. 

Cyrrf. Ile giue my old attendance. 

Meſſ. Your lordſhips leaue. Exenvt Meſſ, & Car. 

Bra. Ileaue yourlordſhip too, 
Imuſt about this miſchiefe topreuene:  . | 
le force youboth your offices repent, © Exit. 


 »- 
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Enter Iaplonr, Gripe, Bromley, Griffin. 


Lay. So,ſo,ſo.Mycuſtomers drop in roundly. Welcome, Mr. 
Gripe, and the reft of my good friends, welcome ! I amyer 
glad toſceyou here, My houſe wasnot grac'd with an Vſu- 
xcr, and ynder-Sheriffe,many a day before; though I ha'been 

elter'd with abundance of honeſter fellowes. Speake, ſhal's 
bo merry ? what will you haue to dinner ? 

Gripe. A rope, What doſt thon tell me of dinner ? 

1ay. No Sir, that ſhall be kept for your ſupper. 

Brom, Giue me ſome Sacke and Aquavite; Iwil bedrunk 
preſently. 

rif, It's cleexe, I haue twenty caſes for't. 

The concealing of murder is bur man-ſlaughter, I muſt ha 
my booke, 

Brow. Giue 's ſome Sacke, I ſay : mun tut, 8c. 


Emer Nice. 


Nice, My Vncle committed ? Iuſftice it ſelfeſent tothe 

Jayle ? 

ripe. Couſin, ſweet Couſin, runne, ſcudde, fly -- to Sir 
Bare Notwithſlanding : he lyes butthree miles off; he's in my 
debt : bid him relexts me, and lle releaſe him, 

Griff. Stay Sir. He's in my debt too : I ha'ſolicited for Sir 
Bare theſe ſcuen yeeres, and haue nothing butbare thankes, 

Brom, Nay then, take me with you, Thus 


Enter Beniamin,; Robin, Thirſty ; Thirſty climbing vp into 


a tree, Rob. intoa buſh. 


Bey, Hayouyour leſſon perfe&? 
Thirſt, Yes, yes : as aMid-wife hererrand to a Citizens 
wife. There's not an Owle in an Iuy-buſh, nor a Parrac 


at a Drugfters dore , has whoo- whoop, or walke Knaue, 
more periit, 


I 2 Ben, 
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Ben, Robin, do't cunningly. My Dad ſhall be 

Only to me beholding for his life,..- ++ © - 

By that aduantage ] recall his loue, | 

- - -Grip, Couſin, fly euery ſtep, Remember, like a Tury-man, 

you goe vpon life and death, + 408 3 7 0: Exit Nice, 
- Brom, Happineſle grant, that no Hare croſſe himith' way: 

his. ſuperſtitious legges will retire, though wee hang fort, 

Come, ſhallwe keep the rule of the place, and drinke drunke 

now? Þ 0. 53 a og 


Enter Nice. 


Ben, Now kindred, whither trot you ſo faſt? 

Nic. Oh Coulſin;'about a deede- of charitie; to fave your. 
father, and two orthreeknaues more from hanging, I am go- 
ing to Sir Bare Notwithſtanding ; to ſauc them out of priſon ; 
they haue ſau'd himofren. 7) 

Ben, Sir Bare Notwithſtanding, he's a great man,Couſin, 

Ni. Hee had three Lord{typs-fellto him at aclappe; the 
worſt worth 400. a yeere, | | 

Ben, Yet hee's bare notwithſtanding. ' + = 

Nic. Hee has ſold his Caroch with foure Flanders mares, 
becauſe he would-retire himſelfe and live ith'Country.. - 

- Ben, Yet he's Bate Notwithſtanding; But'to himſelfe'Cpy- | 
fin, farewell, it 505 ne ne naw wn | 

Nic. To: him, qunottihe ? Twill to him, were the divell in 
my way. $4. ; hte Thirft. Porke, porke, | 

Nic. Thediuell porke you, What diſmall bird crokes diſ.. 
after to my iourney! Thir, Porke. , | 

Nic. :Nay, if the deſtinies have ſet the Raven againſtmee, 

Ne rerurne ſure ——yetlet me.ſee, Somy Vncle may bee 
hang'd, Ile on, come what will . | Thir, Porke, - 
Nic. O this blacke bird tolles like a paſsing-bell, -*":.. 
My owne ſad miſchicfeand iny Vneles knell,” © 
Yet why am Io. timorous; when chatitie EL 
Bids me go on, ſhall a Rauen hinder me ? Rob. flaſhes 
Ile keep aloofe and paſſe --- oh a ſpirit,a ſpirit, powder, | 
| Eu 0 
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The Widdowes Ghoſt, Bromley, Lawyer, Vncle, hang. 
Take all your fortunes, Tle nofurther gang, 

It's an vnhallow'd place, a diſmall day. 

Betide what will, Ile backe againe ſome way. Exit, 
Rob, Come downe, Rauen, Thirſt, Come out, Spirit, 
Reb, Blind, credulous foole | He that ſhall truſt at need 

Suchnice and tottring cockſcombes, ſhall thus ſpeed. 

Should his ficke father ſend him for ſome drugges, 


Hee would turne backe atuch imagin'd bugges. 


Enter Beniamin, Sager, VVife, Anne. 


Ben, Come, mother, friend, and wife; take theſe back places, 
Where you may heare vnſeene :that when time ſerues, l 
I may produce you, Works and houres are ſpent | 
Then well, when we doe good, or ill prevent, 1 

Wif. I cannot iudge, what is this dayes ſucceſſe, | | 
Ali-ruling powers the doubtfull ſequele blefle. | 


Enter Curfew with other aſſiſtants, Vater in a Prieſts habit, | 
Valentine like a Phyſician, the Taylor with Gripe, | 
Bromley, Griffin, &c. 


Curf. My Lord, whoſe place I perſonate, being ficke, 
Hath thus deſ1gn'd mee, both to heare and cenſure 
The criminall cauſes, which offend the peace 
Of our dread Soueraigne, and his ſubieRs weale. 
Whiles we launce Vlcers, we the body heale. 

The charge I giue in ſhort, you of the Iury, 

Looke to your Oath and-conſcience :let not fauour 

Shur vp your eyes, nor malice open them 

Too wide, You vnderſtand, our lawes are good, 

Tis pitic that they fhou]d be writ in blood, 

Bur fince conniuencear vnlawfull deeds 

Giues but encauragement; and wee cannot ſtrike 

With ſword of Iuſtice the deſeruing faults, 

Except you giuethe perſons to our hands: 

FEY ] 2 All 


The Honeſt Lawyer. 
All on your vigilant information ftands. 


Proccedeto the Inditements, | 
Grip, We are all caſt away. Sir Bare is not come, 


Enter Abbat with guide, 


Ab. Pull downe that counterfeit, proud, arrogant, puſfe : 
Could your intruſion not content it ſelfe 
T'vſurpe my office, but you nmuſt abuſe 
The Kings deputed Iudge ? 
All, Downe with him, downe with him, £10 iS 1 
Abb, Taylor,receiue him to your cuſtodie, 
Till our iuſt cenſure giue him puniſhment, 
Foxe, I ſhall hunt you out, 
Cerf, Do't with a poxe. 
The gooſe ſometimes muſt fit and 1dge the Fox, 

Abb, Proceed; the day haſtens, 
| Clark, Marian Sorrow widow, yeeld thy bady, and faiis thy 

aile, | 

Bez. Sir, ſhee is dead: her felonie is anſwer'd 
Before a higher Court. 

(larke, That is the woman thar Gripe is ſuſpeRe&to hae v | 
poylon'd. Godfrey Gripe ſtand tothe Batre, You are indt= | 
ted for the murther of Marian Sorrow widdow : guilty or rot ? FE 

Grip. Not guilty, my Lord : let all the world teſtitie of my 
> vg carriage, Lhaueliued all my dayes in good name and 

ame, 
Abb. Stand not ypon your credit and good deeds, 
Your harueſt would be ſmall, if like your ſeeds, 
If all that know thee ſtood about this place, 
And had free liberty to {peake their thoughts, 
Round ecchoing curſes would amazethy ſoule, 
And with hells damned crue thy name.enroule, 
But when the Widdow, Orphane call for plagues 
.On thy blacke life, thou hy R ynto thy bagges ; 


The Homeſt Lawyer. 


There doſt applaud and hugge thy wretched ſelfe : 
As ſolace *gainft all woes lay in thy pelfe, 
Thou haſt no god but gold : thatDeitie 
Thou ſhouldſt adore, and would ſtill ſuccour thee, 
Is quite reiected, And that Idol, money, 
Which beares away thy confidence and heart, 
When thouart plagued, aggrauates thy ſmart. 
Thouart the Deuiis Executioner, 
His rankeſt plague on earth's an Vſurer, 
Spirits in hell whip ſoules : extorting ſlaues 
Torment poore bodies ſo before their graues. 
Thou art a gulfe, poore mens eftates to drinke, 
A quagmire; none paſſe ore thee, but they linke, 
Vnleſle Srrepfiades-like, men could deuiſe 
Toplucke the Moone by Sorcerie from the skies; 
Thy moneth and gaine will come, Like ſome at ſea, - 
(Yet dangerlefle of ſhipwracke more then they) - 
Thou flumbreſt in a baſe lethargicke ſwoone, 
Let others toyle, thy iournye's done as ſoone, - 
Ber, Will not this moue him ? 
Abb. Nature in all inferiour things hath ſer 
A pitch or terme, when they no more ſhall get 
Increaſe and off-fpring. Vnrepayred bent 
Fall to decay : old Catrell ceaſe to breed, 
And ſappeleſſe trees deny more fruite or ſeed. - 
The earth would hart-lefſe and infertile be, 
If it ſhould neuer haue a Iubile. | 
Only the Vſurers money genders ſtill : 
Fhe longer, luſtier : Age this doth not kill. - 
Heliues to ſee his moneys moneys money, 
Euen toa hundred generations reach. 
He, whiles his intereſt money in do's troule, 
Cares not to loſe the principall, his Soule. 
He like a cleanly Alchymiſt can foke 
And draw much filuer, yet waſte none in ſmoke. 
Thou lendfl, like waterpowr'd on ſea-cole fire; 
Oconalodeof Lime a ſhowrevf rayne, 


The Honeſs Lawyer. 
It ſeemes to coole heate, but doth more enflame, 
Ben. His conſcience has deafe cares, 
Abb. When all is done, | 
And thou haſt ſwel'd thy heapes; to ſay no more, 
Thy coffer's onely rich, and thou art poore: 
This common plague is on all Vſurers ſhowne : 
Th'haue much, yet are not maſters of their owne. 
One day thy ftirtlefle mind ſhall haue enough 
Whea the divided peeces of thy ſelfe 
Shall in their ſeuerall doomed manſions dwell : 
Enough of mould in graue, of fire inkell. 
Burt I ſpend breath in vaine; come, let's proceed, 
Gripe, No further: You haue made my conſcience bleed: 
I heere confeſle my ſelfe guilty of all, 
Euen of this murder too, F | 
Abbot, Let miercie fall on thy diſtreſſed ſoule. Now to the 
reſt, 1657 al] 
(ark, Nicholas Bromley, you are indited for the murther of 
William Sager, &c, Guilty or not? 
Brom, Not guilty ? Who teſtifies againſt me! 
Az,In caſe of Murder ſhould weneuer iudge 


By cifcumſtanciall likehhoods and preſumprions, 
No life could be ſecure; | 


Enter Nice, 
Nic. Puffe ! ſhift for your ſelues; Sir Bare Notwithſtanding 


dares not be ſcene. 
Brom. O,I am loſt, 

My Lord, I'm guilty : ſo is Griff: too: 

He did conceale the fa&, that I did doe, 

We ſhar'dthe Lands together, 
Abbot, Powerfull truth ! nia: | 

Murder will out, though by the Actors mouth, 
Gripe, O Berniamin, I haue vndone 

My lite, my ftate, my credite, and ny Sonne, 


The Honeſt Lawyer. 
But I'm reſolu'd to dye, ſo Monarchs muſt 
Rich men as well as poore, muſt turne to duſt, 
Ben. Me thinkes I could preuent all this, 
Gripe, Alas,thou loy'ſt me; buttis not poſible, 
Bex, Sir, I hauc here a booke already drawne, 
Seale to it freely, and Ile ſauc your life. 
You ſhall confirme me your vndoubted heire, 
And then ſurrender Vaſters morgag'd lands. 
Grip. Tis done, ſealers 
Ben. My Lord andall this bench be witneſſe to it, 
Then thus I quit you, widdow. appeare in Court. 
In carneft,ſee, ſhe liues,that dy'd in ſport. 
Wife. Sir, thanke your Drugſter, elſe I had dy'd by you. 
Andyou for me receiu'd a murderers due, 
Grip. So, lam couſen'd finely, finely-.. : 
Val. My Lord,I — this widdow for cheating me of 
300. pounds, This is one of her old trickes. 
Abb.;low's this? 
Val. My Lord,my ſelfe and two intruſted friends 
Came hicher to pay money ona bond, 
Whles the receiver did deferre his comming; 
We gaue this coozening woman, being Hoſtice, 
The whole ſumme to lay vp:and ftraightly charg'd her, 
Not to deliuer't, but to vs all together, 
She ſayes one of vs three demanded it 
Ofher in haſte,and ranne away : and thus 
We loſt our money, and the bond lies forfeit. 
Ber. Your Lordſhips leaue, Tis true,ſhe not denies, 
But they ſo charg'd her,and ſhe was ſo coozend, 
Therefore ſhe yeelds to paiment. Let 'hem come 
All three together, they ſhall haue the rnoney. 
Grif. Vpon my faith, a prettie quillet, 
Abb,Wittie and iuſt. How ſay you? heere produce 
The other two, yourſatisfa&ion's ready, 
Bey, The widdow's cleard : but maſter Valentine--., 
Nay,man, come neerer, you'd haue preſent pay. 
Val. No, Sir,let it euen goe, Ber, So mult not you. 
K You 
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The Honeſt Lawyer. 
You gaue 300. pound to her : tistrue, 
Which like a ſubtle Quackſaluer, you robd 
My father of; Sprites, Fairies--- Val, I am cob'd, 

Grip, It's true, my lord : this is one of the Fairies, Iuſtice, 
Juſtice. | 

Val. Well, if there beno remedie , Thope, 

I ſhall not danee alone ypon the rope. 
My lord, here's the.other Fairie, 
Abb. O Sir, haueI found you ? 
Pull off that borrowd habite from his backe, 
O that ſuch foule deeds ſhould be hid in blacke. 

Gripe. My Lord, this Widow ' acceſlary roo : 
Sheplorted, ſhe recciu'd. Tuſtice, juſtice. 

Ab. But late thy fong was mercy, now all juſtice * 

Here's all the goodnes of an Vſurer. 
She fau'd his life, he would now hang her, 

Gripe, She has robb'd me, vndone me, 

Pal. It is moſt true, my lord, ſhe plotted all, 

(rf, (Your villanie,Oftice, we ſhall now retort. 

You cheated vs,and we will hang you fort. 

Ben, How doe theſe miſchiefes grow, like Hidra's heads, 
faſter by cutting off! FYa##, Prodigious villaines /. will chey: 
thus caſt away an innocent woman. ? 

YetI moſtvile of all, that thus ſtand by, 
And for my fault behold my poore wite dye. 

Ben, My lord, vpon my ſoule this woman's cleare : 
And only malice thus accuſeth hea, 

Ab, Speake, woman, art thou guilty ? 

Wife, My lord, Tbegge a word with my Confeſſor, 
Then I ſhall anſwere, Sir, aword in pruate. To/aſter.. 
Now V#ſter, ope thy vnbelceuing eyes: 

Lo, thy deuoted wifefor thy finne dyes, 

Yeeld but this kindneſfle to my lateft breath, 

Thou hate'{t me liuing, loue me yet in death, 

Farewell--- My lord, I will not fay, Im guilty ; 

Do as your evidence and wiſedome leades you. : 

Ab, This knot is hard to yndo, Yaft, My lord,He help _. 


> 


The Honeſt Lawyer. 
Loe, [amthat third Fairy, that pronounce 
This woman cleare, and thoſe two periur'd knayes, 

We three are guilty : let your ſeatence come, 

I haue deſeru'd, willnot deſpaire my doome. 

1/ife. My lord, he ſayes not true : hee 's innocent : T guilty. 

eAb. Speake on your ſoules, which of theſe tongues ſpeak 
truth, 

Val, Curf. My lord, the woman's cleare, 

Ab. Pernicious Villaines, hopelefſeto be good: 

That thus haue ſtroue to ſpill the guiltlefle bloud, 

Widow, y are quitted, Sir, waite you your doome, 

Vaft. With patience. Beriamin Gripe, I here accuſe you for 
murdering Richard Vaſter, Ab, How ? 

Vaf, Mylord, I found that Yafter dying, bury'd him, 
Saw him receiuing death by this mans {word, 
Thett's a great ſin, but murder moſt abhorr'd. 

Ab. Speake3 is this poſsible? 

Ben, We met in ſingle combarte in the field : 

Itſecmes his life vnto my ſword did yeeld, 

Ann, Ay me, my father ſlaine ? 'Rob, And by hisfriend ? 

Fare, whither will thy proie&ts rend! 

Ann, My husbands hand my fathers life vndoes : 

For this fact he muſt dye : thus both I loſe. 

Ben, Forgiue meall, by me you all haueloſt, 

'The wife a Husband, children a deare Parent : 

Thus I returne you all ſome recompence. 

Nan thou ſhalrloſe a husband. 4. Heauens defend. 

Ben, Mother, you loſe a {on, brother afriend, 
Fife, Can nature ſo degenerate, that a man 

ſhould live, ſtand by, and ſee another ſuffer for murdering 
him ? 

Vaſt. Once againe off diſguiſe. 

My lord, thus Tpreuent this fear'd diſaſter 
My ſecond caſe pull'd off, I am plaine Vaſer. 

Roo, My father? Wife, My dear@wusband. 
 Vasr, Moſt, moſt deare friend, 
My loue to you doth beyond bounds extend, 
K 2 | My 


The Honeſt Lawyer. 
My Lord, firſt tothis honourable Bench, - ' 
L here preſent the Kings moſt gtacious pardon 
For vs three here: heauen no lefſe pardan vs, 
Now to my wife: ſee wench, Iam new borne; 
Renc'd from the plague of a ſuſpeRed horne. 
Blacke Iaundeys of the minde, thou fained ſpirit, 
That;haunts mens quiet thoughts with troubling ſhades, 
Pernicious Ielouſie, that like needlefſe Phylicke 
Diuerteſt health to voluntary ſickneſle, 
I bruſh thee off like duſt,See, I am now 
New marry dro my loue and tomy life. 
Neuer could man boaſt a more conſtant wife, 
Deare Beniaminr, now.Sonne, what I haue left 
Of all my ſhipwrack'd fortbnes,ſhall be thine. - 
Bez, Reſurne your former ſtate, my father yeelds it.. 
Vaſt.Thankes co your honeſtie, not his; yetthus, 
Some meanes of ſatisfaction I haue found; 
Ile pay him backe his loſt three hundred pounde 
| The fairie money, which was iuſt the price 
Of my redeemed lands, 
Ben, Now maſter Browley, 
That vniuerſall mercic ro our guilt, 
May be affoorded, and no blood be fpilt: 
Surrender vp your leaſe for the three liues 
To Sagers wife and children, and He quit you. 
Brom. 1do moſt freely yeeld ir. Sag. Sager lives, 
And hartie thankes for your forc'd kindnefle giues. 
Abb. Happy deluſions! in ſuch waics of ill, 
I with men may be thus miſtaken ſtill, 
Nic, Ravens,and Sprites,and Fairics,and Hares and diuels- 


.Jolt my wits. I doe here renqunce the faith of all Almanackes, 

| Phyſtogmoners,Palmiſts, Fortune-rellers, Erra Pater was an 

| Afﬀle, and ſoarc Prognoftiicators, his children,from generation 
| to generation, S 

Grip, I haue drunke powerfull phyficke,and theDropſie a 

| of. 


Thus haue I loſt my wench , loſt my money, loſt my watch, 


The Honeſt Lawyer. 
Ofmy (till now) nere quenched auarice, 
Dries vp like dew at the aſcending Sunne. 
Vaſfter, take back your lands;and for the money, 
Giue it my ſonne in portion with your daughter, 
Hencefoorth Ile ſtudy torequite the wrongs, 
Which I haue done poore men by vſurie, 
And vomit vp th'extortions, that doe lie 
As vndigeſted crudities on my conſcience, 
My future life ſhall bee in mercie ſpent, 
I'm Gripe no more; that name I doe repent, 

Abb. All Chronicles be filld with this; andler it 
Beas a wonder to all cares imparted, 
England had once an.Vſurer conuerted.. 


EPILOGVE. 


EPILOGVE. 


Ben, He Seſſion now difſolues: each Tuſtice riſes : 
No hurt is dowue.;, this i the milde «Aſſiſes. 
we baue [e294 faire this farre : yet there remaines 
A ſtronger mndgement to paſſe on our paines, ' 
' Too mnch to hope. or doubt we muſt not dare. 

We humbly then ſtand at your cenſares barre. 
Tf the worſt comes that may be, yet 1 looke 
For this grace, to be ſaued by my books, 
But if with your applanſe our merit ſtands : - 
Faith then be friends with vs, and gine's your hands, 


